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	1. Chapter 1

**So, I've been reading some people's versions of Jack's past (which, by the way, are all AWESOME!) and it inspired me to write my own. I've noticed no one has done one with Merida, Rapunzel and Hiccup in it, so I decided to include them for a change.**

**Disclaimer: I do not own Rise of the Guardians, Brave, Tangled or How to Train Your Dragon**

Merida sighed irritably and continued drumming her fingers against the table, watching as Hiccup examined a knife and Rapunzel began to gather the things they needed. There was a noticeable lack of a certain winter spirit that Merida had come to see as her annoying younger brother. As much as the summer spirit hated the cold, she knew it meant that Jack was here. Since it was a strange just-over lukewarm temperature with the three other seasonal spirits in the room, it was obvious that, once again, the Guardian of Fun was not where he needed to be on time.

"I give up!" Merida eventually cried, slamming her hands down onto the table as she rose to her feet. "He obviously isn't coming for a while, so why can't we just start now?" Hiccup looked at her, still polishing the knife, forest green eyes meeting sea blue ones. He had no idea where Jack was, nor did he really care, so long as he arrived eventually. Sure, Jack made him worry at times, but the spirit of autumn was convinced that, wherever he was, Jack could take care of himself.

"Merida, calm down. Jack's always late, you're just going to have to accept that." He said calmly, making Rapunzel look up from her work to watch Merida's reaction. Surprisingly, the red-head remained stressed and annoyed. Hiccup could usually calm her down pretty quickly, thus making him the only person who could wake her up if she slept in. "He'll come eventually. You know that. And you also know that the other guardian's won't let us start lunch until Jack gets here."

Merida huffed and sat back down, crossing her arms. "Well, he'd better get here quick, before I go and find him myself and drag him here." Rapunzel chuckled, knowing Merida's threat was half empty. Merida probably would hunt Jack down and force him over there, but probably wouldn't drag him since she was worried that her body temperature would burn him in her annoyance. It had happened before, resulting in Jack with a burn or two on his arm while he covered it in frost and snow to heal it.

It was then a cold gust of wind swept through the workshop as Jack flew in from a window and landed in front of them, grinning. "Hey guys, what did I miss?"

Merida swung around and glared at him. "Jack! You're late! Again!" She yelled, advancing towards him while Jack backed away, his hands held up in defence, yet his grin remained. "So I'm a few minutes late for lunch, so kill me. England needed some extra snow, the kids have been pleading for days to get a day off school. And they hardly ever get snowed in so I thought, why not?"

Merida huffed and turned around, about to storm off down the hallway to get the others when Hiccup carefully guided her to her chair instead. Rapunzel giggled and raced out of the room, taking up the job Merida was about to attend to. Knowing the hot-headed summer spirit, she would probably come back with Bunny as a cooked dish if she left in a mood.

Jack laughed and sat down in his seat, looking at Hiccup with a smile. "So, Hic, how have things been for you?" Hiccup shrugged. "The usual. Although Toothless has been pretty restless lately. It looks like he wants to be in places where winter is, he's constantly trying to fly over there."

"Aww, if you wanted to visit me, you only had to show up." Jack smirked, finally leaning his staff against the table. Hiccup only rolled his eyes, yet smiled. "You wish, Jack." He said, letting out a small chuckle. Jack smiled and turned to Merida. "Hey! Hot-head!What, did someone make it rain and put out a fire you made today? Because you have a face like thunder."

Merida's head snapped towards him, her blue eyes glaring fiery daggers at him. Although it wouldn't bother most people if Jack called them 'hot-head', it angered Merida for some reason. He would usually use the nickname for when he was winding her up, and as a result she automatically became irritated when he said it. "What did you say, Frost?" She yelled, jumping up and practically flying across the table in what looked to be an attempt to strangle the winter spirit, who simply laughed and leapt to the side. Hiccup quickly dived in to calm the summer spirit while Jack laughed.

It was fortunate for everyone that Rapunzel chose that very moment to return with the other guardians, for otherwise, Jack would have probably ended up a pile of ashes on the floor.

Jack began to stop laughing and he fell onto his chair, attempting to get his breath back. Merida just glared at him before sitting down next to Hiccup as Rapunzel took her place next to Jack. Bunny sat next to Merida, diagonal to Jack, North placed himself beside Jack, Tooth sat next to Rapunzel and Sandy next to Hiccup as yetis began to run around and serve them. Casual conversation turned into an argument between Jack and Merida, to which no one was surprised about, as Hiccup and Rapunzel attempted to break up the fight.

"Summer is too better than winter!" Merida yelled. "Oh yeah? Well what exactly can kids do in the summer? In winter they can use snow to have fun! What can they do in summer, just watch ants burn?" Jack fired. Rapunzel sighed, wondering how things had even gotten to this, while Hiccup sniggered, reminded of North and Bunny's continual argument over Easter and Christmas.

"Yeah, well summer's warmer! Plenty of people prefer warmth to coldness. And crops can grow in the summer, crops that keep people alive!" Merida retorted. Jack snorted. "Yeah, but then people start complaining about the heat, and look for ways to cool themselves off."

"One of those forms of cooling down is swimming, Frost!" Merida yelled triumphantly. "And swimming is fun!" Rapunzel noticed Jack tense at the word 'swimming' but assumed that it was just Merida getting on his nerves.

Out of nowhere Bunny came into the conversation. "She has a point, Frostbite. People can survive better in summer and still have fun there." Jack tensed, sending glares in the rabbit's direction. "Shut it, kangaroo! Stay out of our argument!" He yelled. Bunny snickered. "And what's gotten you so riled up, Jack? Ashamed to be beaten in an argument by not only a girl, but a spirit who has less believers?" Jack clenched his teeth, and Hiccup shifted uncomfortably. "Bunny..." Rapunzel said, but the rabbit interrupted her. "Of course, it isn't hard to beat you in an argument, you're not very clever or strong."

Even Merida shifted uncomfortably, seeing that he was taking this a bit too far. "Bunny, he isn't-" Jack cut her off. "Shut up! You're just siding with her because she brings warmth, and it's warm when you have your stupid Easter egg hunts!" He yelled, fists clenched. Bunny smirked, ignoring the glares he was receiving from Merida that told him to shut up before he became the next thing the yeti's decided to serve. "Well, at least she brings warmth, which more people are beginning to cherish, since more people are beginning to view winter as cold and harsh." Before anyone could stop him, Bunny crossed the line. "And you are the reason people hate winter so much! No wonder only Jamie and his friends believe in you!"

Rapunzel gasped, her hands flying up to her mouth. Hiccup's jaw dropped and the other guardians just stared. Jack stood up, grabbed his staff and bolted out of the room, keeping his head down, in a matter of five seconds. Merida shot up, practically knocking her chair to the ground and a _slap _rang through the air as her hand came into contact with Bunny's face, scorching a bit of his fur. Hastily Hiccup removed her bow and arrows from Merida's reach, but the summer spirit didn't even send a glance towards her weapon.

"You're _sick._" Merida hissed as she stormed out of the room after Jack, with Hiccup scrambling after her. Rapunzel shot a small glare at Bunny before racing after her friends.

"Congratulations, Bunny!" Merida spat as she stormed into the room a few minutes later, with Hiccup and Rapunzel trailing after her, heads down. "You chased him away! He's flown off. It will take ages to find him now, if we even find him at all." Bunny's ears flattened. He was beginning to regret what he said now. When he had said all of that to Jack earlier, he had been angry because of a small prank the winter spirit had played and wanted to get him back. He hadn't meant to drive him away.

Merida resisted punching the Guardian of Hope and instead stormed off to her bedroom to settle for punching the wall. Sure, she and Jack got into arguments all the time but she would never, _ever _bring that up against him. She would never push it that far. And who did Bunny think he was, getting into their argument like that anyway?

Merida rammed her fist into the wall for the millionth time, leaving a small scorched mark there as her temper began to get worse. Secretly she was worried for Jack. Most likely he needed someone to be around him, yet didn't realise it, and so had hidden himself somewhere in the world. Jack was, unfortunately, very good at hiding, especially when he didn't want to be found. The thought of him out there, alone and upset, only made her angrier as she made another dent in the wall.

Hiccup eventually put a stop to it by wrapping his arms around her, pinning her hands to her side. Merida let out a few deep breaths, her body shaking in anger, before collapsing on the bed as Hiccup released her and trying to avoid burning down her whole room. Rapunzel sat next to her awkwardly and just listened to the girl's rant.

"How DARE he say that to Jack?" Merida yelled, her eyes ablaze. "He's supposed to be Jack's friend! How could he say that?" Hiccup sighed, mentally cursing Bunny. Now Merida wouldn't calm down until Jack returned. The moon only knew when that would be. "Well, you do say your fair share of mean things when you fight with Jack." He said. "Yes, but I wouldn't ever go as far as that!" Merida yelled, looking as if she would like to punch something again, which made Rapunzel grab her wrists. Hiccup sighed, he couldn't deny that Merida had a point.

A knock on the door came and Merida turned her back to it with a huff. Rapunzel got to her feet and opened the door slightly, then sighed with relief when she saw who it was. "Merida, it's only Tooth."

Merida turned to face the door again, and Rapunzel opened the door fully, letting Tooth flutter in. "Merida, Rapunzel, Hiccup, you need to come with us. We think Man in the Moon wants to show us something." Merida scowled but got up reluctantly, Rapunzel and Hiccup following her example. "I don't think Jack will come even if we send out the Northern Lights, so we might as well just check it out without him." Tooth suggested, which only made Merida even more angry at the thought of doing things behind Jack's back. No matter what, he would always respond to the Northern Lights, and would become serious the minute he saw them until he knew for sure that nothing was wrong. Why he was so willing to protect the other guardians was beyond Merida.

The four of them arrived at the Globe Room, where the others were waiting. Almost immediately after entering the room they heard a voice, one they were not familiar with.

_Guardians, you are struggling to understand Jack. The only way you can truly understand what he has been through is to see it yourselves. I am going to take you into Jack's memories, both mortal and immortal._

Rapunzel's eyes widened. "Was that... Man in the Moon?" She whispered. North nodded, immediately making the blond excited for what she was going to see. A beam of moonlight fell on a G on the floor, and the guardian's began to advance towards it, when someone flung the doors open and a chilly wind filled the room. "Stop!" Everyone turned in surprise to see Jack, panting heavily, as if he had raced to get there. "Don't you dare!" Tooth shook her head. "Jack, this might be the only way we can find out more about you." "No!" Jack yelled, agonised. North sighed, annoyed, before continuing forward into the moonbeam, everyone trailing after him. Desperate, Jack bolted forward and stumbled, falling into the light just as everything around them turned white.

_Guardians, welcome to Jack's memories_

**I promise I will try and make the next chapter longer, but here just seemed like such the perfect place to end!**


	2. Chapter 2

**You know, most people would be asleep by now where I live, so why am I wide awake writing fanfictions? How am I not tired?**

**I'm gonna try to not spend too long on the mortal memories because honestly, I don't have a lot of ideas for it**

**Here's the key for the chapters (does anyone even read these?)**

_Memories/Manny talking_

The guardians, normal, whatever you want to call it

**Jack's thoughts**

**Now, on with the disclaimer: I do not own Rise of the Guardians, Brave, Tangled or How to Train Your Dragon. And I never will**

Jack slowly staggered to his feet, clutching his head slightly, then glared at the other guardians. "Why would you do this?" He yelled, not bothering to take in his surroundings. They were going to watch his memories, and he didn't want them to. How the moon hated him. "Why would you agree to watch my memories like this? They're – they're private!"

Everyone shifted uncomfortably, not trusting themselves to speak. Jack groaned, frustrated. "He'd better not show anything too personal." He muttered, glaring at the moon that was somehow still above them. The already white room suddenly flashed brightly, making everyone automatically shield their eyes. When they could see again, they were surrounded by trees, and yells could be heard in the distance. Jack's eyes widened.

_Three boys, who looked about 10, ran around the forest as if searching for something. They were covered in mud and dead fish, and they probably stank, too._

"_Where did that brat go?" One growled, wiping his face with the back of his hand. He was carrying a large stick in the other, and held it as if he intended to whack someone on the head with it._

"_No idea, Harry. We're just gonna have to leave." Another said, picking off bits of dead fish from his clothes. Harry scowled. "No, Brandon! I'm going to find him even if I have to search the entire forest!"_

_Brandon scoffed. "Stay out here all night then, I'm sure the wolves will be pleased. But I'm heading back, my mum will kill me if she sees me like this. Lets go, Sam."_

_The third boy, Sam, nodded, and followed Brandon out of the forest. Growling in frustration, Harry followed, muttering curses under his breath._

_As soon as the figures were out of view, a small giggle was heard and a young boy, who appeared to be about 6, jumped down from a low branch in a tree. He had chocolate brown hair and eyes, and his face was startlingly similar to Jack's._

Rapunzel let out a slight ''aww'' as she quickly got what no one else did. "Jack, you were so cute as a kid!"

Everyone's eyes widened. "Yeah Jack, what happened?" Merida suddenly said, snickering. Jack gave her a small smirk. "I became awesome."

_After a few minutes Jack began to make his way home from the forest, growing slightly more hesitant the closer he got. When a small house finally came into view, voices could be heard. Jack crept into the house as quietly as he could, trying to ignore the argument coming from the kitchen. A smash was heard and Jack ran silently up the stairs to his room, collapsing on his bed and shaking. **I don't like it when mummy and daddy fight.**_

Everyone jumped upon hearing the voice. They all gave Jack a questioning look, and he shrugged. "I guess we can hear my thoughts in my memories."

_Downstairs someone slammed the door, and after a few minutes, Jack heard his mother calling him. Silent, Jack got up and made his way down the stairs to see his mother smiling weakly as she handed him his supper._

"_So, Jack, how was your day?" She asked. Jack's eyes widened and he immediately launched into the tale of some prank he had pulled on three older boys, and how he had hidden in the tree, his mother laughing as he told her about how the boys were clueless as to where he went. "Jack, you're so good at hiding, you might as well be invisible! You should go with your father hunting sometime."_

_Jack beamed at this compliment when he heard the door open. Immediately he ran to meet his father, who picked him up and swung him in the air. "Hey there, Jack! What have you been up to, today?" Jack squealed and kicked out helplessly, weak with laughter as his father began to tickle him. He loved it when his father came home from work._

_Jack looked at the strange shepherds crook his father wielded. "Daddy, why do you have that?" He asked. His father chuckled. "I have it to help heard the sheep in the fields, and to fight off any wolves that come wanting to hurt them."_

"_Cool." Jack breathed. "I want one, too! Can I have one, daddy, please?" His father laughed. "One day, son, one day."_

_Jack's mother entered the room and hugged his father, who kissed her on the lips, setting off an 'eww' from Jack. His mother looked at him and smiled. "Come on Jack, time for bed."_

"_But mummy! I'm not tired!" Jack pouted, stifling a yawn. "Yes you are, now come on, up to bed." His mother said firmly, and picked him up, carrying him to bed._

"_Mummy, can I have a story?" Jack asked, curling up in his bed. His mother smiled. "Of course. I have a new one for you, tonight." Jack shifted, getting comfortable, before listening to the story._

"_Once upon a time, a long, long time ago, the world was a dark and scary place for everyone who lived there. Innocent people were attacked by bad men, and those people who attacked others were afraid of death. It was a time when everyone was afraid._

_Then, one day, the man in the moon chose some very special people to protect the others. These people looked after those who feared death and other people. The attacks began to stop and people were filled with wonder, hopes and dreams, as they began to collect happy memories. But the chosen people disappeared and never came back, and yet people say they are still watching out for us, somewhere, and that one day, someone else might be chosen by the man in the moon to protect the people all over the world."_

The guardian's eyes widened. "Uh, Jack? Did your mother just tell you the story of the Dark Ages?" Tooth asked, turning to Jack, who shrugged. "Dunno. Maybe. People back then had a habit of hearing old tales and twisting them slightly, adding their own little parts to the story."

_Jack had settled down and was ready to go to sleep but he still had a question. "Mummy? Who's the man in the moon?"_

_Jack's mother sighed. "Jack, look at the moon. Do you see those dark patches on it? What does it look like to you?" Jack squinted his eyes. "A face?" He guessed. "That's correct. People say that someone lives inside the moon to make it rise and fall every day, creating that face in the moon."_

_Jack closed his eyes, not seeming to care. "It's a boring tale." He muttered. "The man in the moon doesn't sound anywhere near as cool as Santa and the Easter Bunny."_

Everyone's jaws dropped and Jack paled slightly. Merida burst out laughing. "I think we've just found out why Manny doesn't like you, Jack!" Jack gritted his teeth. "Shut up." He muttered.

_Time seemed to speed up as Jack fell asleep, bringing morning forward in about ten seconds, before slowing down just as Jack began to wake up. As the boy's brown eyes opened, a huge smile broke across his face as he leapt out of bed, running into his parent's room._

"_Mummy! Daddy! Wake up, it's my birthday!" Jack yelled, shaking his parents roughly. Both groaned and got up reluctantly, yet smiled upon seeing how excited their son was._

"_Come on, Jack, we have a special present for you, today." Jack squealed in excitement and bolted off downstairs, not even giving his parents time to sit up. The boy sat impatiently in the main room as his parents came down the stairs, his mother walking into the kitchen to retrieve his present. Jack gasped as he saw his mother return holding a shepherds crook and hand it to him._

"_Wow." He breathed. "It's so cool! Thanks so much, Mummy!" His mother smiled. "We got you two presents this year." She said then turned to her husband, who presented a bow and arrow. Jack's mouth fell open as he carefully reached out a hand to gently stroke the wood. "You're the best parents ever!" He suddenly yelled, then flung his small arms around them. "I love you!" He turned to his father. "Can you teach me how to use it now, Daddy? Please?" He pleaded._

Merida chuckled, amused at Jack's enthusiasm. It reminded her of when she got her first bow, and was eager to learn how to use it. She couldn't help but wonder how good he was with a bow. Maybe she could lend him hers sometime, if he promised to take care of it. Just to see how good he was.

_His father smiled. "Of course. Come on, Jack, let's go now." Jack squealed again, and flung his arms around his father's neck. "Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you!" He yelled, then grabbed his bow before racing out of the door, his father following._

_Jack was led to a small spot in the forest as he was taught how to use the bow, from holding it to firing arrows. And he was a very quick learner. By the end of the lesson he could shoot an arrow decently well, even if his aim wasn't so good. Jack eagerly followed his father to the fields, something he would sometimes do when he was bored._

_It was only when his father had left for a few moments that Jack noticed it, a furry figure strolling around the trees, eyes locked on the sheep. Jack's heartbeat quickened as he looked around for his father, dismayed to see he was nowhere in sight. Jack sat there for a moment, unsure of what to do. He wanted to drive the wolf away from the flock, but he didn't want to risk hurting the sheep._

_The wolf pounced forward, sending the flock into panic. Jack was shaking but took deep breaths, trying to calm his nerves, as he reached for his bow. Loading an arrow, he carefully took aim for a few paces ahead of the wolf before letting the arrow fly._

_It worked. The arrow buried itself in the wolf's side, and it howled in pain and spun in circles. Taking the chance, Jack loaded another arrow and took aim again, this time hitting the wolf in the chest. The beast dropped to the floor, not moving, as Jack's sweaty hands lowered the bow just as his father came running up to him._

"_Jack! Are you alright?" He asked, checking over his son frantically. "What happened?"_

_Jack took even deeper breaths in an attempt to calm his heart, before speaking. "There was a wolf, and it attacked the sheep, at first I was scared of hurting them trying to shoot at it but then it attacked them and I shot it with my arrows."_

_His father's eyes widened and suddenly captured Jack in a bone-crushing hug. "Thank goodness you're safe." He muttered. "You'll make a fine shepherd one day, Jack. Now, lets go home. I think your mother will want to hear about this."_

_Jack's smile was wide as he was carried home, reaching the bottom of the hill just as the memory faded to white._

"Wow, that was pretty impressive, Jack." Hiccup said, looking at his friend, who smiled. "Only just turned seven and you're already protecting sheep." Even Merida looked impressed. "Wow, I didn't know you could use a bow, Jack."

Jack smiled slightly before the bright light came again and they were thrown into another memory.

**Sorry it's so short! Like I said, I don't have a lot of ideas for when Jack was mortal, so most of these memories (and maybe some immortal memories, too) will probably be short. So sorry about that!**

**Anyways, please review! I feel more encouraged to write the next chapter and get it up when you review!**


	3. Chapter 3

**Sorry this took so long to update! But I had school and as we all know, school is evil.**

**NOTE: Before anyone points it out, yes, I know that you guys heard a smash in the last chapter and then a door slam. And then it says Jack loved it when his father came home. But all WILL BE EXPLAINED! So please be patient with me.**

**Also, while there are going to be some upsetting moments in this fanfic (if I can write them successfully) I am going to add some happy (I hate using that word!) moments too, even for the immortal memories. So I'll try to even it up.**

**Oh, and I forgot to mention this before: Ideas for memories are welcome!**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything!**

The guardians all talked for a while, trying to guess what the next memory would be. It took a while before Rapunzel noticed that Jack was unusually quiet, but didn't have time to comment as the next memory started up.

_Jack was sprinting home as fast as his legs could carry him. He looked about eight in this memory, and was clutching his precious bow as if it might be snatched from him. He skidded to a stop upon hearing voices, then quickly scrambled up a tree, clinging to a branch and looking down at three boys who were about 12. **Are they still mad about this morning?**_

_The tallest one, whom the others recognised as Harry, growled in frustration before running off to the right, his heavy feet pounding against the ground noisily. Brandon and Sam quickly followed him, making enough noise to scare off all the animals. Silently, Jack slid down the tree, let out the breath he'd been holding and began to sprint again, soon reaching his home and exploding into the house. His father was standing nearby and smiled at the boy, picking him up and swinging him around, extracting a few chuckles from Jack. "Dad, can I go and see mum now? Please?" His father chuckled. "Of course, Jack, we've been waiting for you. Come and meet your new baby sister."_

The guardians all gasped and looked at Jack, who had a small smile on his face. "I remember this day." He muttered, his eyes fixed on the scene before him.

_Excited yet surprisingly quiet, Jack bounded up the stairs and crept into his mother's room. She was sat up in bed, a smile on her face and in her arms lay a small bundle. Jack approached his mother quietly as she gave Jack a glimpse of the bundle. He let out a quiet "aww" at the sight of her before looking at his mother. "What's her name?" The older woman smiled slightly. "She doesn't have one yet. We thought you should name her." Jack frowned for a moment as he thought, then his eyes lit up. "How about Pippa?"_

_His mother smiled even more. "Pippa it is then." She brought her only son in for a hug as he wrapped his arms around her, being careful of Pippa._

_She decided not to tell him that he could have had a baby brother._

Rapunzel and Tooth let out an "aww" while Hiccup turned to Jack. "Any particular reason you chose the name Pippa?" Jack winced slightly but nodded.

"Yeah. I had a friend called Pippa who died shortly before my sister was born. She got caught up in a forest fire and suffocated from the smoke. When they found her body, she was already dead."

_Time, once again, sped up, soon stopping in Jack and Pippa's bedroom. This time Jack looked about 14, while Pippa was only 6. There were a lot of yells coming from downstairs as well as the occasional smash or two. **Well, there goes mum's favourite china. **Jack thought (**A.N: Did they even have china back then? I don't know, my history knowledge is awful) **_

"_Jack, I'm scared. I don't like it when mummy and daddy fight." Pippa whispered, clinging to her brother. Jack looked at her, his face softening. What could he say? He couldn't exactly explain to a six year old that their parents always fought and his father would sometimes throw a piece of china or two at the wall, but never at his mother. Ever. So Jack just smiled kindly and hugged her closer. "It's okay. They'll stop soon, and we'll all be happy again."_

_The shouts from downstairs grew louder, and Pippa whimpered, clutching Jack tighter. **Think, Jack, think... I've got it!**_

"_Hey, Pippa, wanna go and have a snowball fight?" He suggested quickly, immediately making his sister's face light up. She nodded eagerly and raced downstairs, with Jack following._

"_Hold on there, missy, you aren't going outside without your hat and boots." He laughed, grabbing his sister's arm while gently putting a hat on her head._

"_But Jack!" Pippa whined, sticking out her bottom lip. "You never put your boots or hat on in the winter." Jack only grinned at her. "Years of practice, little sis. I can handle the cold weather. But I'll put them on this time, if it will make you put on yours."_

_Soon the two were just outside the small village, throwing snowballs and laughing. A few kids about Jack's age and some of Pippa's friends joined in, soon making it look like every child in the village had gathered to arrange a snowball fight, regardless of age or maturity level. A few girls tried flirting with Jack but he simply ignored them and continued to throw snowballs, his aim painfully good._

_Soon Jack noticed Harry, Sam and Brandon hanging at the edge, snorting in disgust and commenting about being immature. Jack merrily stuck his tongue out at them before continuing to pelt people with his snowballs. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Pippa throw a snowball at one of the girls, who ducked and let the snowball whiz past her, hitting Harry full in the face. Jack stifled a laugh and quickly made two more snowballs. He stood behind Pippa and threw them at Sam and Brandon. Harry wiped the snow from his face and glared at the Overland siblings, making Jack put a hand on Pippa's shoulder protectively._

_Harry took a step forward and Jack leaned forward, muttering in Pippa's ear. "Hey Pippa, fancy a game of Tag? Harry, Sam and Brandon are It, and we have to run and hide from them to win." Pippa nodded eagerly and took off to the forest with Jack, who quickly picked her up and took her to a nearby tree. "Climb." He whispered, giving her a leg up. "Hide in the leaves, and I'll be right with you." Pippa obeyed, and Jack was thankful he had tricked Pippa into thinking this was a game. She would be too shaken up to run from the 18 year old boys if she was afraid._

_Soon Jack followed her, blending perfectly into a tree branch and clutching Pippa just as the three boys arrived. They muttered something to each other before leaving, making Jack let out the breath he'd been holding. He swiftly climbed down before helping Pippa, then took her hand and began to walk back home._

_He suddenly stopped, pulling Pippa back. Harry hadn't left, he was waiting for them. Jack gulped, trying to calm his heart and not let his fear show. **I could be in serious trouble here. But I need to keep Pippa safe.**_

"_You need to get your sister under control, Jack." Harry growled. Jack's grinned cheerfully at the boys. "What, can't handle a little snow to the face? Just because you're 18 it doesn't mean you can't have any fun." His eyes narrowed. "Besides, that was an accident. The snowball was aimed at her friend who ducked, and it accidentally caught you instead. I'm the one who would hit you willingly."_

_Harry glared at Jack harder. "So? She's the one who hit me. And she is the one who will pay." Pippa clutched Jack's leather cape harder, not understanding what was going on. Jack simply gritted his teeth. "You wouldn't dare-"_

_He was cut off as Sam and Brandon threw him to the side and held him to the ground, forcing him to watch as Harry leapt at Pippa._

_Jack's world turned red as he swiftly brought his knee up, hitting Sam in the stomach. Breaking his right arm free, he swung it at Brandon before leaping to his feet and flying towards Harry. The two rolled around in the dirt, punching and kicking each other, with Jack sometimes adding a few scratches or bites to his attacks. When Brandon and Sam tried to pin Jack down again, he simply knocked them to the side, making the two flee from the scene._

_Jack looked at Pippa, who was frozen in fear. "Go! Run to the house!" He yelled as he was pinned by the older boy, which he was really not surprised about. He was, in fact, surprised that he had even managed to have any effect on Harry at all. He quickly put the reason down to his fury._

_Jack turned to look at the older boy. "Ready to receive your punishment for all those years, Jackson Overland?" Harry sneered. Jack responded by spitting up into the older boy's face, who wiped it away in disgust and glared at him, bringing his fist up and preparing to swing it down-_

_And then he was up, staring in fear at a clump of trees. Jack sat up and he followed Harry's gaze. Then he froze as he saw familiar eyes glaring at them, a hunched silhouette in the shadows._

_Jack scrambled to his feet and slowly backed away, never once taking his eyes off of the wolf. Then he saw another, and another, and another. What looked like a quarter of a pack were in that one group of trees, maybe a bit less. Silent and wordless, he got in front of Pippa and bent down slightly, getting her to climb onto his shoulders. It was only when Harry panicked and bolted that Jack ran, following the older boy as he heard the heavy pound of paws after them. He was sure that the wolves just wanted to tire them out, and they quickly succeeded with that plan since Harry began to slow down, gasping for breath. Jack took the chance to hide Pippa in a tree, getting her to cling to a low branch before turning his attention back to the wolves._

_Practically every one of the furry creatures was attacking the 18 year old, and the boy's screams ripped through the air as the birds began to fly away. **That will make it difficult to hunt later.** Jack thought, watching the scene and carefully trying to put together a plan, before realising that he wouldn't be able to make one in time. **I can't just leave him to die. I have to do something.**_

_Desperately, Jack quickly made a snowball before chucking it at the wolf, thankful his aim was so good. He was even more thankful when the wolf stopped and turned his attention away from Harry. The other wolves followed this example, giving Harry just enough time to scramble away, back to the village._

_Now Jack was faced with another problem. The wolves had turned their attention towards Pippa instead of him, and he knew it would take more than a snowball to get their attention. Frantically scanning the snow-covered ground, he spotted a rock big enough to fit in his hand. Jack took aim and threw it at the wolf closest to the tree. Immediately the beast turned it's head towards him, and Jack silently wished he had his bow. Instead, he picked up a few more rocks and threw them at the few wolves that still had their sights on Pippa, until he had all of their attention. Jack began backing away, silently motioning to Pippa to run home, and was thankful to see she obeyed._

_Once again, Jack realised his plan was not thought out properly since he was now cornered. He quickly considered his options. _

_Wait for the villagers to arrive. If he stayed on the ground to wait for them, they would take too long_

_Run away. The wolves would catch up far to quickly._

_Fight back. He'd be ripped to shreds._

_Wait for death. He had to help protect his family. Especially Pippa._

_Climb a tree and hope for the best. It seemed to be his only option left._

_Jack allowed himself to back up against a tree before quickly turning and climbing up. He could feel his hands sweat and his heart drummed loudly against his chest, the vibrations of heavy bodies flinging themselves against the tree making his hands shake. Blood pounded through his ears as he shakily reached for another tree branch until he didn't dare to go any higher. Jack quickly broke off a branch he could use to defend himself in case he fell out of the tree. All he could do now was wait for help._

_After what seemed like hours, Jack finally heard the shouts and yells of people. He was never more grateful to hear voices._

"_I'm over here!" He yelled as he began to climb down, curious as to what was happening. He heard howls just as his head poked between some leaves on the lowest branches and saw arrows burying themselves into their fur, making blood spill from them almost at once. Jack saw his father among the group, silently pleading for his own arrows to have been brought. He was disappointed to see they were nowhere in sight, but climbed down anyway since the base of the tree was now clear of wolves, still clutching the branch he had gotten earlier._

_Jack mainly watched as wolf after wolf leapt and thudded to the ground with almost every arrow that was fired, occasionally swinging the branch if a wolf got too close to him. Eventually the remaining beasts ran off, giving up, and his father pulled him into a bone-crushing hug. Jack was shaking as the adrenaline that had pumped through his veins began to fade away, clutching his father tightly. He was more worried about Pippa than himself, really, and only relaxed when he saw her explode through the bushes and clinging onto him as if he might disappear any moment. Jack hugged her back, relieved to see that she was safe._

_Jack was practically escorted home by his father, his hand clutching Pippa's small one. The minute he got home he was bombarded with questions that his parents shot at him, and it took them five minutes to calm down before Jack could say anything. He shakily told them what happened, about the huge snowball fight, Harry, Sam and Brandon chasing them, the group of wolves, how he got their attention away from Harry and Pippa and climbing up the tree to wait for help._

_When Jack finally finished, his mother flung her arms around him and hugged him so tight it was difficult to breath. His father soon joined the hug and was followed by Pippa, the three of them clutching the brown-haired teen desperately while sobbing tears of relief._

Everyone's eyes were wide, their jaws hanging open. Jack shifted uncomfortably, looking at the ground. It was Tooth who responded first, flinging her arms around Jack and stopping him from breathing once again in a hug. Eventually North managed to pry her off of him.

"Oh Jack, that was so brave!" Tooth sobbed, although Jack didn't understand why she was crying. "You could have been killed!" Sandy made a few images above his head and North nodded. "Sandy is right, you did better than any of us could have done."

Merida patted his shoulder. "Not half bad, Frost. You were extremely calm, considering the circumstances." Jack smirked slightly. "That's because males don't scream and shriek like girls do." He chuckled, and was rewarded with a punch in the shoulder.

Hiccup was the first to notice another memory start up, and got Merida's attention, who shushed everyone until they were all paying attention to the next memory.

_It was dark out, and almost all of the Overland family were inside the house. Jack's mother was pacing by the front door nervously, while Jack, now 15, played with his sister, or more accurately, tickled her, to keep her distracted. Pippa kept squealing excitedly, making her mother jump, until eventually Jack decided that it was too late for Pippa to be up. He carried her to bed, setting her down and telling her a story about a boy, a witch and a wizard. He was, in fact, in the middle of a fight scene between the witch and the wizard when he heard a knock. Pausing, Jack went downstairs, promising to continue it when he came back._

_Jack reached the bottom of the staircase when his mother opened the front door. He immediately panicked upon seeing a strange man outside. His father hadn't returned from the fields that day. He would sometimes work late, so they hadn't thought too much about it at first, but as time went on Jack began to get worried, but hid it for Pippa's sake. _

_Jack crept up behind his mother, still unable to see the man clearly with it being so dark. The rain wasn't helping, either._

"_We're very sorry." The man said. A chill ran down Jack's spine. "But I'm afraid your husband won't be returning. He was mauled to death by a pack of wolves. They attacked him in the field and chased him into the forest. By the time we found him, it was too late."_

_For a moment, there was complete silence, the only sound being the steady fall of the rain as it fell against the roof. Then his mother dropped to her knees and wailed loudly. Jack felt tears stinging his eyes but fought them back as he looked at the man. "Thank you, sir." He said quietly, before slowly closing the door. He turned to his mother and knelt beside her, hugging her as she clutched his shirt._

"_I never even got to say goodbye." She sobbed. Jack simply let her cry into his shoulder as he fought back his own tears. "I never even got to apologise for earlier. I never got to tell him I loved him. And now he's – he's gone, Jack! I can't bear it!" Jack buried his face in his mother's hair, unable to offer any words of comfort. The last thing his mother and father had done before he left for the fields was fight. The argument was awful – Jack had been so thankful that Pippa was fast asleep. "I can't bear this. I never told you, Jack, but Pippa was a twin at birth. Her brother, oh her sweet brother, he was so weak, he lived for five minutes before he died. I couldn't bear it, Jack, I was so relieved to see your sister survive. And – and now I've lost your father too!" She wailed. Jack took deep breaths, trying to process this information. **I could have had a brother.**_

"_Mum, come on, dad wouldn't want you to be sad now, would he?" Jack said, hoping to calm her down. He was never very good with comforting words. "Besides, you have Pippa to think about. She hates it when you get upset."_

_His mother sniffed and sat up. "You're right, Jack." She sighed, and ruffled his hair. "What would I do without you?" She began to rise to her feet. "I'll go tell Pippa now." She said, but Jack stopped her. "No, I'll tell her. She might take the news better with me." His mother nodded and began to walk up the stairs into her bedroom. Jack sighed and returned to his room, only to find Pippa fast asleep. It would break his heart, but it had to be done._

"_Pippa." He whispered, gently shaking her. "Pippa, you need to wake up. I - I have to tell you something important." Pippa yawned and sat up. "What is it, Jackie?" She asked sleepily, rubbing her eyes. Jack swallowed, suddenly unsure of how to break the news to her. "Pips, dad won't be coming home. Something went wrong when he was at work. He – he's with the angels, now." Pippa's eyes widened, and she burst into tears, flinging herself against her older brother and burying her face into his chest, sobbing uncontrollably. Jack gently stroked her hair, feeling miserable. He hated seeing Pippa cry. He hated it more than anything else in the world._

"_Pippa, I know it's sad, but look at it this way. Dad's going to be happy now. He's in a better place." Jack said, trying to ease her sobs. "But I don't want him in a better place!" Pippa howled, clutching Jack's shirt harder. "I want him here, with me!"_

_Jack took deep breaths, more for his own benefit than anyone else's. He couldn't cry – not when his family needed him. He needed to be strong, for their sake._

"_I know." He said soothingly, stroking her hair. "But dad won't be in pain any more. You don't want him in pain, do you?" Pippa shook her head, crying less violently. "Besides, he wouldn't want you to be sad, would he? He would want you to be happy. And he hasn't left us. He'll always be here with us, even if we can't see him."_

_Pippa sniffed, then looked up at him. "Tell me a story, Jack." She whispered. Jack took a deep breath, unsure if he would be able to survive telling her a story without breaking down. Still, how could he resist those eyes? Giving in, he began to tell the story his mother used to tell him, editing it._

"_Once upon a time, in a land far, far away, there was a beautiful kingdom with a kind king and queen. They had two children, a prince and a princess. Everybody in the kingdom loved them. But one day, the king died, and one of the children had to marry someone so that the kingdom would not fall. They said that the prince was not responsible enough to become king, and so the crown was to be passed onto the princess. The queen picked out some princes for the princess to marry, but she didn't want to. She wanted to be free. The prince saw this, and knelt by the queen's knees. He begged her to release the princess from this cruel fate, he would do anything she asked. Moved by this, the queen chose a princess for the prince to marry, and she chose the princess that he hated the most in the world, to see if he really would do anything for his sister. The prince did not complain about who he was to marry, and the princess was freed from her cruel fate on the day of her brother's wedding. Shortly after, the prince had a baby with his wife, but it took her life. Then, shortly after, his mother died. The princess walked up to the prince and said 'Brother, let us rule this kingdom together. We shall raise the child to be the next king, but we will take over for now. So long as you are always with me, this kingdom will not fall.' The prince agreed and the two siblings took up the throne, not as husband and wife, but as brother and sister. The kingdom was at it's happiest during their rule. The end."_

_Jack smiled to see Pippa half asleep in bed, trying to stay awake. "You'll always be here, won't you Jack? Like how the prince was there for the princess." She whispered. Jack nodded. "I promise, Pippa." With this information, Pippa drifted off to sleep, with Jack stroking her hair. That story had been passed down his family for generations, each time it was different, used mainly to match whatever situation was going on, or just be a story to keep hope up. Before Pippa was born, the story would usually be about a young prince who was destined for great things._

_Jack bent over and gently kissed Pippa's forehead. "I promise I will always protect you, my Princess Pippa. And I will always be there for you. I promise." He whispered, before collapsing onto his bed and finally letting himself break down and cry._

The memory finished, and not a sound could be heard. Not one guardian dared to break the silence until Jack spoke. "My father's death happened a year after the wolf attack, when I hid in a tree. We suspected it was done by the same pack."

With that, Rapunzel was the first to break down, turning and hugging Jack almost to death, sobbing uncontrollably. Tooth looked like she was going to burst into tears too, but didn't go to hug Jack since Rapunzel still had a death grip on him. Even Merida had tears in her eyes, but she fought them back. Silently, Hiccup also joined the hug, and was followed by Tooth, Sandy, North, Merida and finally Bunny, creating one massive group hug. When they eventually pulled away Rapunzel had begun to stop crying, wiping her eyes in an attempt to dry them. They all stayed silent as the next memory started, no one wanting to talk about what they had just seen.

**I don't know about this one, too much going on in one chapter? A bit too sad at the end? Don't worry, if I can get an idea, the next chapter will be happier.**

**Anyways, please review!**
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**Disclaimer: I don't own Rise of the Guardians, Tangled, Brave or How to Train your Dragon!**

"_Jack?" Pippa, who now looked about 7, skipped up to her brother, tugging at his cloak._

"_Yes, Pippa?" Jack said, looking down at his sister and smiled. He had just gotten back from working in the fields and he was exhausted, but how could he ignore those big brown eyes?_

"_Can you teach me how to read and write? Because I really wanna learn!" Jack sighed slightly. He didn't really know how to read, his mother had tried to teach him, but she didn't know much herself, plus he was far more interested in his father's work. "Pippa, you should really ask a professional teacher instead of me."_

"_Please, Jackie!" Pippa begged, looking at him with pleading eyes. "I don't want anyone else to teach me. It will be boring, and the teachers will be scary. You'll make it fun! Please, Jack!"_

_Jack melted slightly inside just looking at her. She so desperately wanted to learn, but there was no was she would be taught by anyone but him. **And how can I possibly say no to that sweet little face?**_

_Jack took a deep breath. "Okay, Pips, you win. I'll teach you how to read, but it will mean that I don't have as much time to spend with you, since I have to go to lessons."_

_Pippa's eyes widened and she squealed, leaping around her older brother like a lamb. "Oh thank you, thank you, thank you!"_

Bunny smirked slightly. "You really have a soft spot for your sister, don't you?" He teased. Jack felt the heat beginning to rise to his face, and he pushed it back. "Shut up! You have a huge soft spot for Sophie!" Jack was rewarded with a slight blush from Bunny and a chuckle from Hiccup.

_Jack sat down at the desk and sighed, asking himself again why he was doing this. He was already tired at the end of a long day of work, he didn't really want to waste any more of his time with learning how to read. The teacher he had been assigned was extremely strict, and the only reason he agreed to teach Jack was because he had heard about Pippa wanting to learn. Everyone in the village had a soft spot for Pippa, except for Harry and his friends, but that was to be expected. Because of this, the lesson's weren't anywhere near as expensive, but it still cost Jack half of the money he earned. And pay for working on the fields wasn't fantastic._

_His mother, of course, had been delighted, along with many people in the village. She had always wanted him to learn how to read and write, and was slightly ashamed that she couldn't teach him everything he needed to know. As for the villagers, they all knew that Jack was clever, and were slightly disappointed that he wanted to be like his father, instead of learning basic literacy skills. So when the first person had found out, the news had spread like wildfire, until everyone knew. Poor Jack got a shock the next time he went to the village._

_As the teacher – Mr Herder, Jack remembered – walked into the room, he reminded himself that this was for Pippa, and he would do anything for her._

"_Jack, your mother has told me that you already have some skills in reading and writing." Mr Herder snapped, he did that a lot. "What do you know?"_

_Jack's eyes widened in slight panic. "Err, just the alphabet, Mr Herder. I can recognise some of the letters, but I can't write them."_

_The lesson then started, with Mr Herder writing down letters and Jack copying them, slowly beginning to remember what each one looked like and how they were written. Later, when he saw Pippa, Jack repeated everything he learnt in the lesson._

_It started off slow, and then began to speed up as Jack himself took a slight interest in it. It was like when he learnt how to use his bow, he picked it up quickly mainly because he wanted to learn. And as lessons went by, Jack found himself more and more eager to learn. Pippa, of course, didn't pick things up as quickly as him, so Jack took longer to teach her one thing, but he never complained._

_Jack saw how pleased Pippa was with herself the first time she was able to write a simple sentence. He had congratulated her, because she deserved it, and she beamed with pride. That was possibly Jack's favourite part about his lessons, when Pippa looked so pleased with herself after she got something right. One day, he had even seen her pick up a book and read it. Obviously, it was a very simple children's book, and there weren't many books around at all, but Jack was still proud of Pippa for reading it anyway._

_Of course, he was still tired at the end of the day, since he now had to work in the field, attend his lessons, teach Pippa, find some time to play with her and sleep. Sometimes he would also have to go to the village to buy something for his family when his mother couldn't go, and it was extremely difficult to get out of the crowd. But Jack took everything with a smile on his face, like he always did._

"How did you manage to cope with all of that stress?" Rapunzel asked, turning to Jack. "Honestly? I have no idea. I think it was because I enjoyed seeing Pippa happy so much that I felt it was all worth it. She kinda drained the stress out of me whenever she smiled. I didn't mind how hard I worked, so long as it made her happy."

Rapunzel was silent for a moment before nodding and turning back to the memory.

_Of course, not everyone was happy about Jack's education. Most of his friends would get annoyed, because Jack had less time to play, and were worried that he would turn into a boring know-it-all. Some of his friends avoided him, other teased him about it. Only a few actually stuck with him and learnt that Jack didn't change just because he knew how to read and write._

_Harry, Sam and Brandon in particular weren't happy about this change. At the age of 20, they considered themselves far too grown up and mature to bother about Jack and his pranks any more, and Jack knowing more about something than they knew annoyed them. In their eyes, when Jack grew up he might be considered better than them, which they would not allow to happen._

_Jack eventually learnt of this and used it to his advantage. He made a deal with the trio, he would teach them about spelling for a month then would give them a spelling test. If they got all of them right Jack wouldn't play pranks on them for a week. If they got one wrong, they would have to put up with a prank-filled week without complaining or getting him in trouble, and would have to leave his family alone for the rest of their life. Harry, eager for the chance to laugh in Jack's face, took up the challenge. He was sure that, being older and by far more intelligent, this challenge would be a piece of cake._

_It wasn't as easy as they thought. They found great difficulty in learning the alphabet and learning how to spell. Of course, Jack knew that he could always give them hard words just to annoy them by the end of the month, but what he had planned was, in his opinion, much more fun._

_The month passed and Jack gave each one of them a stick. He called out a word and, using the stick, they would write in the dirt. Brandon and Sam knew at once that they could kiss goodbye to their chance of being prank-free, but Harry was determined to get every one of them right. How he would laugh in Jack's face when the stupid teen found out that he was smarter than him._

_After about five minutes, they finished and Jack looked over at all three's work, crossing out Sam and Brandon's wrong answers. He stopped at Harry and scanned the words, a smirk plain on his face. He then began to walk off without crossing any off. Harry's eyes widened and he started laughing, pointing at his two friends, which earned him two glares and making other adults stop and stare. Some of them smirked, knowing that Jack probably had something planned._

"_I don't know why you're laughing, Harry. You have nothing to be proud of." Jack said, stopping and turning to face the man. Harry stopped and looked at him._

"_Huh? Why? I got them all right, you didn't cross any out!" He yelled, not noticing a few snickers in the small crowd that had gathered at how childish he was acting._

_Jack smirked and began to walk away again, with the simple reply, "Goat is spelt G – O – A – T, not G – O – T – E."_

_Harry paled slightly and finally noticed the crowd that had gathered around him, witnessing how immature he really was. He turned to yell at Jack but the boy had already disappeared from sight, most likely laughing his head off._

_He knew he wouldn't get a job for a long, long time after this._

_And it took him weeks to get out the goat's blood in his shirt after Jack had dumped a bucket of it on him._

Merida, although there didn't seem to be anything amusing about this, laughed her head off and slapped Jack on the back. "Nice one! I love how you showed up those boys in front of the entire village!" Jack smirked slightly. "Like I said, I became awesome."

_By the time Jack's lessons finished, he loved to read and was slightly disappointed that there weren't many books around. But he continued to teach Pippa, who was beginning to impress her friends with her skills._

"_You would make a good teacher, Jack!" His mother laughed, hugging him tightly. Jack smiled and hugged her back. He still wasn't fantastic at reading, but he knew more than anyone else in the village, which made him slightly proud._

_Of course, Harry was still angry about Jack humiliating him in front of the whole village, but couldn't do anything about it. Whatever pride he had left had to be spent on following through with his side of the bet, otherwise he would never get a job. He was often referred to as "the Goat Boy" after Jack's prank with the goat blood, and practically every teenager called him that. Sam and Brandon had started using that nickname, too, after being laughed at like that. They were just as childish, but didn't attract as much attention to themselves as Harry did. But they were still childish enough to stop being friends with him. Jack, naturally, had laughed, which made Harry splutter out that Jack didn't know how to skate, so he couldn't know everything._

"_I never said I knew everything!" Jack laughed, running away to avoid the risk of being strangled. Of course, the village knew that Jack was childish as well, but no one minded. He was childish in a way that made everyone just want to smile, and he made their days brighten, no matter how much of a bad mood they were in._

_Still, Jack did want to learn how to skate, and the comment had slightly hurt because his father had wanted to teach him how on his 16th birthday. Now that would never happen, and it only made Jack more determined to learn._

_So, when he turned 16, he received a pair of skates and had run straight to one of his friends, Will, begging the older boy to teach him. Will gladly obliged, taking him to a lake just outside Jack's house when the ice was thick enough and showed him what to do._

_Just like with the bow and reading, Jack picked it up quickly, and was skating around the lake with ease by the end of the day. He ran into the house as the sky got dark, red in the face and telling his mother all about his day. Pippa had giggled and tugged at Jack's cloak, begging him to teach her._

_Jack simply laughed and ruffled his sister's chocolate brown hair. "One day, Pips." He smiled. "Maybe you'll get a pair of skates for your birthday." Pippa squealed excitedly at the thought of being able to skate, and pouted slightly when Jack told her he had to go hunting, demanding that he played with her when she got back. Jack simply laughed and promised before grabbing his bow and disappearing into the forest._

_He returned a while later, having been successful with his hunt. He had caught two hares and three birds, something that was extremely rare at this time of the year. Then, as promised, Jack played with Pippa until his mother finished cooking supper, then sent her up to bed, leaving his mother downstairs to relax in a chair. He knew she wanted to be alone for a while, since it was close to the first anniversary of his father's death._

_Jack collapsed on his bed a little while later, exhausted. He looked over and saw that Pippa was fast asleep in the bed next to him, looking so cute that his heart melted. It was her that reminded Jack that all of this hard work was well worth seeing a smile on her face. He would give up his life in an instant if it meant she could live._

_Jack smiled tiredly before slipping off into dreamland._

**I know this chapter is a bit boring, but I was desperate! And it's kind of hard to write a long chapter when you have next to no ideas for it. Like I said, I apologise!**
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**And one more thing before I go: I will be doing re-writes for some parts of the film. The two I am definitely going to do are Pitch's lair and Antarctica, since none of the guardians know what happened there. I'm considering doing Easter, when Jack returns from Pitch's lair, because neither Sandy nor the other seasonal spirits saw what happened. Another one I'm considering (although not as much as Easter) is when Jack arrives at the North Pole. Not all of it! Most likely the argument between Jack and Bunny. One reason might be because Manny wants them to see at that point how wrong Bunny was to say that, but the main reason is because I like writing Merida getting angry at the guardians XD so if you would like to see either Easter or Jack and Bunny's argument, please tell me!**

**So, yeah, enough of my rambling. Please review!**


	5. Chapter 5

**I know it wasn't that long since I uploaded the next chapter, but I like to update as often as I can. Especially while I'm still free from the cruel grasp of writer's block.**

**NOTE: Credit for this chapter idea goes to changeofheart505! Thank you so much for your idea!**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: No, I don't own any of these films. And no, I never will**

"Okay, exactly how many hidden talents do you have that we don't know about?" Hiccup asked, turning to Jack, who shrugged. "Dunno. It depends, how many of my amazing talents do you know?"

Before Hiccup could answer, Rapunzel spoke up. "You really cared for your sister, didn't you? I don't think I've known anyone who's done as much as you have for one person just to see them smile!"

Jack chuckled. "I've done more than you think, Punzie." **You know, like drowning for her. **He mentally added. A huge part of him didn't want the others to see how he became Jack Frost. They would only fuss over him, which he couldn't stand, and wouldn't listen to him when he said it didn't really matter. He didn't expect them to understand that he was fine with the fact that he died. It had been to save Pippa, and he would do anything for her. In fact, he'd drown all over again to save her life.

Merida finally spoke up. "You know, Jack, I think we need to have a little archery contest when we get back." She said, finally saying what had been on her mind ever since she had seen Jack receive his bow. **(A.N: Credit goes to changeofheart505 for the idea! Thank you so much for letting me use it)**

Jack smiled at her, grateful that she had changed the subject. "You're forgetting I don't have a bow any more, Mer. But if I find one, I'll gladly take up your offer." Hiccup snickered at that. Merida and Jack were so competitive. Sure, Merida was a fantastic archer, but Jack had more practice and had a good aim, which explained why he was so good in snowball fights. That would be interesting to watch.

North suddenly shushed them and told them to pay attention, the next memory was starting.

_Jack slowly opened the door and quietly crept out of the house. It was dark out, and far too late to be out and about, he knew, but he didn't care. He had his bow with him, so he would be perfectly safe._

_Jack silently wandered around the forest, stopping every now and then to cautiously peer at his surroundings, keeping a look out for any danger. When he assured himself that there was none, he continued forward, eventually coming to a stop._

_Jack looked around again, taking note of some very familiar traps, resetting any that needed it and leaving the ones that didn't. His father had set these traps shortly after Jack learnt to hunt. Now it was Jack's responsibility to check them regularly, making sure they worked and taking any catches before others found and stole it, or before other wild animals came and ate it._

_It wasn't until Jack prepared to leave that he heard a small whimper. Turning around and slightly hoping the whimper was an animal caught in a trap that they could eat, he examined every trap there was, soon coming across one that had been covered in leaves. Trapped in it was a small wolf pup, looking so weak that it was obvious it had been the runt of it's litter. It looked at Jack and whined fearfully._

_Jack found his heart melting at the sight. At this point he had two options – he could shoot the pup in the head to put it out of it's misery and skin it, or he could let it go free and allow it to grow up with it's pack. Although it was wolves that had murdered his father, Jack couldn't help but pity this pup. He had always had a soft spot for baby animals. Hunting the adults for survival he could understand and didn't mind, but the young ones had barely begun to live, and wouldn't live as long as humans anyway. It just didn't seem fair to kill them until they were adults. As a result, Jack avoided aiming for them when hunting unless he was desperate. Even then, he wanted the death to be as quick and as painless as possible._

_Jack quickly made his decision and began working on setting the pup free, desperate to save it from the evil jaws of his trap, to rescue it from the cruel fate of death while doing his best to ignore the small nips and scratches that attacked his arm, knowing that the small wolf was only doing this because it was hurt, scared and trapped. That pup was too young to die. It wasn't it's time, yet._

_Eventually Jack managed to get the small beast free and it limped off immediately, whimpering. Jack didn't bother to go after it. If he was going to regret his decision at all, he would rather regret it later, when he was hungry and wishing he killed the poor thing. When it would be too late to change the past, but still possible to go and find the pup if the situation got desperate. He would have hated to kill the poor thing and use it's fur, only to find out later that he didn't need to kill the poor thing and regret it. Because then it would be too late to do anything._

_A rustle in the bushes stopped Jack's train of thought and he quickly turned to it, brown eyes darting wildly around the place as he focused on his surroundings, refusing to let whatever was around get behind him. He clutched his bow tightly, ready to fire in case whatever was around was a threat._

_Instead, he saw a small, furry tail poke out of the bushes, and the wolf pup limped out, dragging something, When Jack looked closer he could see the thing was a hare – already dead, but still fresh. Obviously Jack's kindness had not gone unnoticed. What surprised Jack is that the wolf pup decided to give him something in return. He never even knew animals could think like that. Sure, he knew they had thoughts and feelings, he just didn't expect to come across an animal that would actually return kindness. This is why he bent down slowly when he went to pick the hare up, so as not to frighten the wolf pup. So it knew he meant it no harm._

"You know, I've just realised something." Merida randomly announced. Everyone turned their heads towards her, waiting for her to explain. "If Jack still believed in Bunny at that age, and mistook him for an animal that could feed his family, what would happen?" Jack smirked slightly. "Most likely, my family would be fed for a month and there wouldn't be an Easter Bunny any more." Hiccup burst out laughing at Bunny's face, with North following behind. Neither could help it – the thought of Bunny on Jack's table as a meal was just too hilarious.

Jack simply shook his head and rolled his eyes, smiling. "It's a good job then that I never did see Bunny when he came around, because I did still believe at that age."

Hiccup and North stopped laughing and looked at him, curious as to why he still believed at the age of sixteen. Jack sighed. "I still believed because I didn't want to grow up, even though I had so many responsibilities. I didn't want to let go of whatever childish beliefs I had left, that would only mean growing up quicker." He explained.

_The wolf pup stayed calm and let Jack take the hare from it, before turning and limping away into the bushes and out of sight. Jack smiled slightly and returned home, knowing that nothing more could be done in the forest at this time of night. He silently opened the door to a storage cupboard his mother used for this time of year, and stuffed the hare inside before creeping back up to his room and falling asleep for however many hours he had left before he had to go to work._

_He soon awoke to the sun shining in his eyes. Jack groaned and turned over, mentally begging for a few more minutes of sleep. But he quickly gave in and reluctantly got up, grabbing his staff and walking downstairs. He considered if it was worth seeing if there was anything he could have for breakfast then decided it wasn't. Today was not going to be a fun day for him as it was, he didn't want to have any more hunting to do._

_Jack's trip to the fields was slow until he saw the sun's position. He immediately began to panic and started sprinting, reaching the sheep just as his boss came by. Jack put on an exhausted smile, trying not to look like he had just ran halfway across the world and back. Pay on the fields was poor enough as it was, he didn't want to have it decreased for tardiness. And he most certainly didn't want to lose his job. It was one of the few things that helped him keep his family alive._

_Jack's eyes kept closing and he had to keep forcing them open until he no longer felt tired. He would definitely sleep all night tonight. No questions involved. In fact, he would gladly fall under the Sandman's power. And send him silent thanks in his sleep._

_Eventually Jack's attention began to turn back to the sheep the more awake he felt. He did the regular jobs like counting to see how many there were, making sure none of them had infections, caring for any of the sick and keeping an eye on the little ones. Jack was sure that the lambs this year were going out of their way to make more trouble than any lamb ever before. He could only pray that they were too stupid to have picked up his liking for trouble._

_He had never felt more thankful than when his boss had let him go home that day. Surprisingly, most of the sheep had been quiet that day, with only a few troublesome lambs testing his patience as they tried to run away. Jack had only groaned and escorted them firmly back to the flock. After stopping the fifth lamb from escaping, no more sheep tried to leave the area, sensing how stressed Jack was. Still, even though no problems had appeared, the teen sent up a silent prayer of thanks to the God above him – whether he thought one existed or not didn't matter at that moment in time – as he headed for home, however temporarily. He would be out in the forest all day, and he would be shattered by the time he came home._

_After briefly stopping at his house to pick up his bow, Jack dashed into the woods, although slowed down rapidly the nearer he got, not wanting to frighten away any possible prey. He needed as much food as he could get today._

_Jack's first location was, for once, the pond. It didn't contain the beauty of the lake outside his house, of course, but it did sometimes have a good source of food. It all depended on what time of year and what time of day you arrived, as well as how quiet you were. During this time of year, it could be hard to get your hands on something, but Jack was still determined to try._

_He was in luck. For once, when he arrived there was a small group of ducks that bobbed about carelessly on the water. Jack took a deep breath and held up his bow, wishing that they wouldn't swim around so much. He had one chance, he couldn't afford to mess up. If he did, they would all fly off and he wouldn't catch anything there at all. Not to mention it might scare off any nearby food. One wrong shot, one arrow that wasn't timed properly, one twig that got in his way, and his whole plan could go up in flames. Still, Jack dared to edge a bit closer to the pond, silently wishing for one duck to swim a bit closer to the edge._

_His wish was granted. One duck came so close he actually thought it was going to start walking on land. But Jack didn't dare to give it time, just in case it swam too far out of reach again, and instead let his arrow fly._

_Jack thanked his lucky stars when the arrow hit it's target, immediately making the duck go stiff. The rest of the birds flew up in panic. Half shaking, Jack drew and loaded another arrow and pointed it to the sky, aiming slightly in front of another duck before letting go. To his surprise, the flying figure stopped moving and began to fall. Jack, however, didn't pay attention for too long and instead crawled over to where his first kill was before it decided to float into the middle of the pond. He quickly pulled it out of the water – yanking his arrow out of the body and putting it with the rest of his arrows – before running off to find the other duck. He soon came across it lying on a log and picked it up by the neck, once again retrieving the arrow, before heading home, trying to control his excitement. Two ducks. Two ducks that he had caught. He couldn't recall the last time his family ever had two ducks brought home at once, even when his father was alive. And his father was by far a better archer than he was._

_On the way home, after quickly shooting a nearby rabbit, Jack heard a soft whimper. Turning his head, Jack saw the young pup he had saved the night before, trembling behind a bush and whining pitifully. The poor thing looked starved to death, and Jack couldn't help but take pity on it. Jack looked at the three kills he planned to take home, and sighed. The ducks could keep his family going for a while, and he could always go hunting again later on. But he couldn't just leave the poor pup alone and hungry. Not today, of all days._

_Jack bent down slowly, to show that he meant no harm, and produced the rabbit he had caught. The pup paused, looking at him with curious eyes as it slowly edged closer towards him. "Come on." Jack said, keeping his voice soft. "Come here. I'm not gonna hurt you, I promise." He gently held out the rabbit. "Do you want some, boy?" The pup edged closer, his nose twitching at the smell of raw meat, but after a few more steps it stopped, head leaning forward and nose still twitching, but not daring to move. Jack could tell this was as close as the pup would get, and slowly lowered the rabbit to the ground, before standing up and slowly backing away, leaving the piece of meat lying on the ground. The more he backed away, the closer the pup came, until it snatched the rabbit up in it's tiny jaws and limped away rapidly, as if Jack would have attempted to try and snatch it away. He simply stood and watched until the small wolf was out of sight before picking up his bow and continuing his journey out of the forest._

_Dark was just falling when Jack arrived back at home, and he opened the door as quietly as he could. Yet he couldn't help but smile as Pippa ran up to him and hugged him tightly, only coming up to his waist. He gently pushed Pippa off before walking over to his mother and handed her one of the two ducks. He stuffed the other away in the storage cupboard before turning to entertain his younger sister while his mother cooked. He tried to ignore the silent grumbles of his stomach, and chuckled when he heard Pippa's._

_Eventually he heard his mother calling them in. He helped Pippa to her feet and guided her to a poorly made table, sitting her down next to him. His mother set down the duck he had brought in earlier, now cooked with a few plants around it. Not a single thing had been bought at a shop, Jack had noticed a few years back. Everything had been caught and picked by themselves._

_Jack had only smiled as Pippa hugged his arm and tugged at it slightly, knowing that she was hungry, but his smile threatened to fade as his mother sat down. There was an empty seat next to her, right in front of Jack. Right where his father should have been sitting. But he forced himself to keep smiling since Pippa was in the room. Had it been just him and his mother, he would have comforted her. Had he been alone, he would have probably broken down and started crying. But that wasn't the case, so he forced himself to remain happy._

_The smile he wore turned slightly genuine after his mother thanked the lord for their food – again, the issue of if the lord existed or not didn't matter right then – and Pippa began eating. He, himself, felt hungry, although he was also tired, but seeing his family together like this could always make him smile._

_Jack didn't really eat much of the duck, although he wanted to, since half of his mind was somewhere else – his father called it Jackie's Dream Land – and since Pippa seemed so excited to have get to eat this luxury. It had been ages since duck had been placed on the table, and no one could blame her for feeling excited. After all, it was usually only eaten at special occasions._

_Later, Jack's mother watched from her chair with a smile on her face as he and Pippa played together. It was small moments like that Jack really loved – when the whole family could just be together, relax and have fun. Something that was so rare, especially for them ever since their father died. It was especially on this day of year that he could really appreciate everything he had, and was thankful for it. A part of his mind drifted to that little wolf pup, and he felt slightly bad for it, spending tonight all alone in the cold. He was now thankful that he had given the poor thing the rabbit._

_Jack smiled as Pippa yawned and settled down in his arms, beginning to drift off to sleep. His mother made her way up the stairs and Jack followed, his precious sister dreaming in his arms. Jack chuckled as he placed her on the bed, gently muttering in her ear, "Happy Thanksgiving, Pippa."_

It had warmed all of the guardian's hearts to see Jack spend time with his family like that, and it made Merida think, trying to remember the last time she had spent such a happy Thanksgiving with her mortal family. Not for a few years, she and her mother always somehow managed to ruin it by arguing. Seeing Jack so close with his family made her feel slightly bad and regret arguing with her mother so much. Still, she couldn't help it if her family had been annoying. Shaking her head, Merida looked over at Jack, who had a faint smile on his face from the memory. Judging by the way Hiccup was also staring at him, the Viking was also remembering his mortal family. Merida only smiled and laughed quietly. They were each other's family, now.

**Again, a big thanks to changeofheart505 for giving me this idea! It was a totally awesome idea!**

**I'm thinking of ending the mortal memories now and moving onto the immortal memories. Which will probably mean that Jack's death will come up in the next chapter. Key word: Probably.**

**Nothing much I have to say here. So, I have only one request: Please review!**


	6. Chapter 6

**Alright, here's the next chapter! Thank you so much to everyone who has reviewed, by the way, you've all been awesome! You guys have no idea how grateful I am about all the reviews I have received from this story. Again, thank you!**

**I would like to point a little something out about Jack's chosen age here: My usual opinion is that Jack died when he was 18, but most people (in memory fanfics) usually say his physical age is about 14. So I just used the age in the middle, which is 16. That's why he's only 16, otherwise he would be 18, like my general opinion.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything! I really wish I did, but I don't**

The guardians continued to talk for at least a minute, none of them noticing the way Jack was sat at the side staring into space, obviously lost in his thoughts. He was thinking about his family, wondering if they were alright after his death and how they got money. He hoped that they eventually moved on. He didn't like the thought of his mother and Pippa being sad for the rest of their lives. Especially Pippa. He also hoped that Pippa didn't blame herself for his death. No, he would hate for her to think that.

Rapunzel suddenly shushed them as the next memory started up, making everyone's attention turn to it. Jack's eyes widened at the sight of it.

"_Jack! Jack, wake up!"_

_Jack groaned and opened his eyes to see Pippa shaking him awake. The girl's excitement was on overdrive._

"_Jack, it's my birthday!" Pippa squealed, leaping up and running to the door. "Come on, Jack, hurry!"_

_Jack smiled slightly and got out of bed. Pippa could be so cute at times, especially on her birthday._

"No..." Jack muttered, a hand running through his hair. "No, it can't be this memory already." He looked at the moon with almost pleading eyes. **Please, Manny. Don't let them see this yet. **He silently begged. As usual, he got no reply.

"What's so bad about this memory, Jack?" Tooth asked, putting a hand on his shoulder. Jack gritted his teeth. "You'll see."

_Jack pulled his mother out of bed as Pippa raced down the stairs before following her, holding something behind his back. Pippa's smile was contagious, and she flung herself against Jack, seeing that he was hiding something. Jack chuckled slightly and produced the object. It was a small bear, clearly handmade and of poor quality, but Pippa gasped excitedly. "Happy birthday, Pippa."_

"_Oh Jack, thank you, thank you, thank you!" She squealed. Jack smiled as his mother came down the stairs, yawning but with a smile on her face. She hugged her daughter close, mumbling a 'happy birthday' in Pippa's ear when a knock at the door caught Jack's attention._

_The teenager opened the door to reveal one of Pippa's friends, Emma, holding two objects in her small hands. "My mum and dad want me to give Pippa this." She said quietly as Jack let her in. Emma walked up to Pippa, who was hugging the bear Jack had made as if her life depended on it, and gave her the objects. "Happy birthday."_

_Pippa gasped excitedly. Jack only smiled. The objects were a pair of skates, similar to his own. Emma's parents must have made them. "I guess you'll be having an ice skating lesson today, Pips."_

_Pippa tugged on his hand. "Can you teach me now, Jack? Please!" She begged. Jack laughed. "Not now, Pippa. First you have to go and see your friends while I go to the village. I'll play with you later, okay?"_

_Pippa pouted slightly but nodded, running off with Emma. Jack laughed and turned to his mother. "Anything you want from the village?" He asked, picking up a handmade basket. His mother shook her head. "Just some bread please, Jack."_

_Jack nodded and headed towards the village. As usual, he was met with a crowd as he desperately attempted to get into the bakers. Some people ignored him completely while others attempted to follow him while asking questions. **Why does it always have to be this busy?**_

_Eventually Jack collapsed into the bakers, the warm smell of bread filling his nose and making his stomach rumble. Jack scrambled to his feet and walked up to the person at the counter, clutching the money he had earned from the fields._

_Jack walked out a few minutes later, with a roll of bread in the basket and his other hand now empty. It took him a while to shove his way through the crowd and get out of the village, but after that it didn't take long to reach his house. Placing the basket on the table, he grabbed his cloak and ran outside, shoeless as usual. He had seen Pippa with her friends just outside the village, surrounded by snow._

_Once there, Jack quickly formed a snowball and threw it in their direction, not actually hitting anyone. It worked. Everyone's attention turned to him, making Jack smirk and make another snowball, this time throwing it at one of Pippa's friends. The girl squealed delightedly and retaliated, only she accidentally hit Pippa with her snowball. Within five minutes Jack's friends had shown up and joined the snowball fight, which only made Jack much more competitive. Snowballs flew faster and covered everyone in snow, and a lot of people soon collapsed to the floor, weak with laughter._

_Eventually Jack and Pippa were called home, and the snowball fight came to an end as the others left, a lot of them muttering things like 'It's no fun without Jack'._

_Pippa ate quickly, eager for Jack to finish his food simply so that she could go ice skating quicker. When Jack finished, he ran to his room to grab his skates before walking out of the door, Pippa eagerly tugging one hand and his staff in the other._

"_Be careful." His mother warned. Jack looked at her and laughed. "We will." With that, Jack let himself be dragged to the edge of the lake, helping Pippa with her skates before putting his own on. He glanced at the ice doubtfully, unsure of how thick it was. But Pippa was already on the ice, and there was no way she would want to wait until next Christmas to learn how to skate. Taking a deep breath to convince himself that everything would be fine, he stepped onto the ice and glided over to Pippa, who was struggling._

_Jack held her hand as she skated so that she wouldn't fall, occasionally showing her what to do. After a few failed attempts, Pippa finally got it and began to shakily skate across the ice, with nowhere near the same grace that her brother had._

_Eventually Jack decided it was time to go in, since he was beginning to get too cold for comfort. He took his skates off and stood up to help Pippa when he heard a crack. Gasping slightly, he looked at the ice under Pippa's feet. It was cracking. **I knew I should have made sure the ice was thick enough.**_

Jack pulled his hood over his head. He didn't want to see this – not a second time. He didn't want to see the look on the guardian's faces when they saw what happened. He most certainly didn't want to see the look on Pippa's face again when he fell in.

He suddenly felt a hand on his shoulder and looked up to see Rapunzel. "I'm so sorry about your sister, Jack." Jack only gritted his teeth and looked away. Rapunzel took the hint and turned back to the memory.

"_It's okay, it's okay. Don't look down just, look at me." Jack said, eyeing the distance between him and his staff. He would not let this happen – he couldn't lose someone else he loved. It was her birthday, and he wouldn't let it be the day that she died._

"_Jack, I'm scared." Pippa whimpered, looking down at the thin ice she stood on. "I know, I know." Jack soothed, feeling like he was trying to calm a frightened animal. He took a step forward towards her, with the ice cracking under his feet. "But you're gonna be alright. You're not gonna fall in." Jack had a feeling he wasn't helping. How could he distract her from the danger long enough to get her off the ice? "Uh, we're gonna have a little fun instead!"_

Three of the four original guardians winced. They remembered how Jack had calmed Jamie down when they were fighting Pitch. He had used those exact words. This must have been where he got them from.

"_No we're not!" Pippa wailed. Jack began to panic slightly but forced himself to keep calm. "Would I trick you?" "Yes, you always play tricks!"_

_Jack bit his lip. **Nice going, Jack, you've just made her more afraid. This is what happens when you play tricks on everyone in the village.**_

_Jack laughed nervously. "Oh, alright well, well not – not – not this time." **Why did I stutter? **"I promise, I promise. You're gonna be – you're gonna be fine." **Stop repeating things, idiot! You'll make it worse! **"You have to believe in me." The whole time Jack never broke eye contact with Pippa, hoping that it would calm her slightly. It must have worked, because she let out a breath, looking straight at him. Letting him know that she trusted him._

_Jack, seeing this as a start, continued to try and distract his sister from the thin ice and freezing water below them. In a similar way to when he got her to run away from Harry._

"_You wanna play a game?" He asked, trying to make his voice sound light and playful. "We're gonna play hopscotch! Like we play every day. It's as easy as, one." Jack took a step towards his staff, wincing as the ice cracked but quickly pretended to lose balance, making Pippa laugh. "Two." Another step, on thicker ice. Pippa was still distracted. Good. "Three." Jack stood next to his staff, gently taking it in his hand, his eyes never once leaving Pippa, as if she would suddenly disappear if he looked away. "Alright, now it's your turn. One." Pippa looked at the ice and slid one foot forward, a gasp escaping her lips as the ice cracked even more. "That's it, that's it." Jack soothed. "Two." Another step forward. Pippa gasped louder in panic, looking at him and then back at her feet. The ice wouldn't hold much longer. "Three." The curved end of Jack's staff hooked around Pippa's waist as he flung her to safety, sliding across the ice himself and dropping his staff in the process._

The guardians all let out the breath that they had been holding, although North wasn't so sure that everything would be alright. He could feel that something bad was going to happen – in his belly. Jack didn't join in with the guardians relief, since he knew what would happen anyway.

_Jack sat up, smiling slightly as he saw Pippa lift her head and smile at him. He didn't know how, but he had done it – he'd saved her. A small laugh escaped his mouth as he stood up, reaching out to her. But before Jack could move he let out a yell of surprise as the ice disappeared from under his feet, sending him falling backwards._

"_Jack!" Pippa cried as he fell into the lake. Jack's eyes widened in panic as he stared at the sky, his limbs thrashing around uselessly as he wished he knew how to swim._

_Yet somehow he knew that it wouldn't be enough even if he did know how to swim. The cold water was slowing his joints, locking his arms and legs in place during the desperate struggle to the surface that Jack knew he would never win._

_Unable to hold his breath any longer, Jack instinctively tried to breath in, only to have water rush through his mouth and into his lungs. It burnt his throat and nose as his body's demand for oxygen became more urgent. Oxygen that he couldn't get. Everything hurt, and Jack wanted it to end. He had to try to get to the surface, to see Pippa again, he knew that, but his limbs ignored the commands his brain was sending. He began to feel weak, his chest on fire as it screamed for air, but he couldn't fight for much longer. He could almost feel his insides beginning to freeze, his organs shutting down. He finally gave up, giving in to the darkness as his heart stopped beating._

_Jack had gotten his wish. It was Pippa's birthday, and he hadn't let it become her death day._

_It was his, instead._

You could have heard a pin drop. The guardians just stood there, unable to move as they tried to process the information they had just learnt. Tooth was the first to find her voice. "Oh Jack. You – you drowned?"

Jack winced slightly at the tone in her voice and stayed silent. Great. Just great. This was exactly what he wanted to avoid. **Thank you, Manny.**

Bunny was the next to respond. "No one – I don't think anyone has heard of a spirit who died to become immortal. What you did, mate – you were braver than any of us could ever be."

Jack shifted uncomfortably, then hurriedly started speaking just as Merida opened her mouth. There was no way he would accept any of this sympathy from Merida. "Guys, it's okay. I don't mind that I died saving Pippa. Hell, I'd do it again! It couldn't be helped. I could have just let her die, but I didn't. I would rather it was me than her."

Merida closed her mouth and silence prepared to greet the eight of them again, had it not been for the fact that Jack kept tapping his staff and shuffling his feet, refusing to let there be no noise in the air. No one noticed. They were all thinking about how Jack refused to have anything to do with water unless it was frozen. And he had every right, they realised. After all, who would be comfortable with water after drowning?

"Uh, guys?" Jack said, breaking them out of their trance. "I don't think that this memory is over, we're not going anywhere."

Everyone immediately turned back to the memory. Rapunzel gasped lightly as Jack's chocolate-brown hair turned white and his skin turned to a familiar deathly pale colour as his body began to float upwards.

_He didn't know where he was. Everything was dark and cold, and he didn't like it. He didn't know what was going on, he didn't have any memories of who he was or what he was doing in this strange place. Whatever was going on, it scared him. All he wanted to do was escape. **Where am I? Who am I? What's going on?**_

_How much time had passed since he had been here? Was it a day, a week, a year? Had he only been in this strange place for two minutes? He didn't know. All he knew was that time had passed and he was still trapped._

_He forced his eyes open, unable to understand what was happening. There was something strange above him – something that was a blueish-white. And it was getting closer. He didn't know if this was good or bad._

_When he came into contact with the thing, it broke apart, falling off of his body as he went right through it. He started to take deep breaths – had he done this before, had he breathed when he was surrounded by the dark and cold? – drinking in how good it felt. He realised his world was no longer dark – there was a bright light hanging in the sky, making the darkness run away. He felt his fear began to leave with it. As he stared at the moon, a voice came into his head._

"_Your name is Jack Frost."_

_Jack Frost. It had a nice ring to it. At least he now had a name._

_Jack felt himself being slowly lowered to the ground, and for a moment he was worried that he would be trapped again, but no, his feet came in contact with the ice – how he knew it was ice, he didn't know – and made it freeze over, making it look like it had never been disturbed._

_Now feeling safe, Jack looked at himself – he wore a white shirt, brown pants and a brown vest and cloak, and when he looked at the ice he could see his white hair and blue eyes, as well as how pale his skin was._

_Jack looked at the moon again, feeling somewhat confused but grateful that he was no longer trapped. He was free – he was safe._

_Jack took a shaky step forward, slipping a little but quickly regaining his balance as he let out a small laugh. He was still observing the world around him when his foot came in contact with something hard – something that wasn't ice. When he looked down he saw a wooden staff lying by his feet. When he tapped it with his toe, it frosted slightly. Curious, Jack bent down and picked it up, but flinched away as it glowed a brighter blue. When he looked again, he saw a frost pattern spreading over the ice, starting from the bottom of the staff. Jack's eyes widened in wonder as he examined the piece of wood. Getting up, he tapped a nearby tree with the curled end of the staff. Immediately frost began to form around it, and Jack reached out and touched it. Yes, it was definitely real._

_He smiled slightly and tapped another tree, gaining the same effect. Now getting excited, he raced around the lake, dragging the staff along with him and creating more icy patterns. He slipped a couple of times but didn't care, and only continued with what he was doing as he let out joyful laughs. He gasped slightly when he was suddenly thrown up in the air and held there, as he looked at his work. It looked pretty – Jack wouldn't deny that fact. Another smile tugged at his lips when he felt the wind stop blowing, dropping him onto multiple tree branches until he finally caught one. Somehow, he managed to laugh. Then he saw something in the distance, and sat up to get a better look at it, before finally deciding to fly over there._

The other guardians had all smiled upon seeing the winter spirit so excited. There wasn't really any sign or hint of wanting to cause mischief, just pure, childish joy at the simplest of things. But their eyes all widened as they watched him looking at the village. Tooth let out a small gasp "Oh no..."

_Jack landed – or rather fell – clumsily just outside the village but he simply got back up and brushed off some snow before leaping excitedly into the village, greeting people here and there. They only ignored him, which Jack thought was rather rude. They also seemed to keep close to the fire, which made no sense. Were they cold? No, they couldn't be, he wasn't cold! Or was he just better at putting up with the cold than them?_

_A dog ran past, with a child chasing it. Jack bent down to talk to him. "Oh, hey ,excuse me, can you tell me where I am-" The boy didn't only not stop, but ran right through him, as if he didn't exist. Jack gasped and immediately stood up straight, his chest heaving. He looked back at the boy, who didn't seem affected. No, that hadn't happened, it was impossible. It couldn't have happened. It couldn't-_

_A second person passed through him, and then a third. "Hello?" Jack called, but his only response was another person walk through him, which was beginning to scare him. It didn't make any sense, he was solid! Why had they walked right through him as if he was nothing more than air? Was he a ghost? No, he couldn't be, because ghosts couldn't pick things up, and he had picked up the staff that he still held now._

_Jack didn't want to be near people any more, for fear of them walking through him. So instead he left, taking the occasional glance back at the village, hoping to have seen it disappeared, so that he could say it was just wild imagination. But it never did. It pained him to know that no one could see him, hear him, touch him, talk to him. He didn't know if there were others like him, others who he could see, who could see him. If so, he needed to find them. He couldn't spend all his life alone. But something told him he would be like this for a long, long time, much longer than he expected. So, upon arriving at the lake, he climbed a tree and did the only thing an invisible boy could do in this situation._

_He curled up and cried._

For a second, there was silence. No one had ever seen Jack cry. Ever. Sure, they had seen the shaking movements when Jack's father had died, but his face had been buried in pillows then. And I that moment, everyone decided that they never wanted to see Jack cry every again. Then Rapunzel turned to Jack and hugged him for about the third time that day at the least. Hiccup remained expressionless while Merida didn't know what to think. She wondered how long it was before Jack figured out why no one could see him. Did he hear it from another spirit, or did the guardians tell him? If so, then why was he left alone for 300 years? Did he figure it out himself? But how could he do that without at least seeing another spirit? She was so confused. Had he really put up with that for 300 years? How did he still have sanity? And her main question was, why had no one helped him?

Merida, of course had an answer to that question, but desperately wanted it to be wrong. She didn't want the reason to be because no one cared enough to help him, and only acknowledged him to tell him off. Most likely, he was a troublemaker because he wanted attention. Merida could only hope that there was a different answer, that maybe the guardians didn't know, that maybe Jack hadn't wanted their help. But she knew that her first answer was correct, as much as she didn't want it to be.

Great, now she was thinking too hard. Merida silently scolded herself for it and tried to ignore the voice in her head that told her that no one was there for Jack when he thought too hard. Still, all pride aside, she walked up to Jack and silently joined in the hug.

Things would have to change in this family.

**Well... it's done. Jack's death and rebirth has happened. Now we can move onto immortal memories! Hopefully these should be easier to get ideas from. If not, then I'm in trouble.**

**Ideas for immortal memories now open!**

**So, yeah, please leave a review!**


	7. Chapter 7

**Sorry that this took so long to update! I was idea-less for this fanfic for a long time! And I also had a few other ideas for different fanfics nipping away at my mind. Still considering if I should try to get rid of them or upload them.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: No, I don't own anything. And no, I never will**

It took a while for Jack to break out of his sister's grasp. He had welcomed it for a few moments, then he had grown uncomfortable and had started to try and gently pull out of their grip. When Merida finally noticed his discomfort, she had pulled away, taking Rapunzel with her and letting Jack heave a sigh of relief. Still no one spoke, and the silence began to get on Jack's nerve. He had never been more grateful when a new memory started up.

_Jack opened one eye as he looked down at his lake from the tree he had been sleeping on. It had been a week since that day he had risen from the ice. A week since he had discovered no one could see him. A week since the moon had last spoken._

_That was what annoyed Jack the most. He had asked the moon countless times to tell him what was going on, and had never once got a reply. He just didn't understand, the moon told him his name, so why couldn't he answer his questions now? Was his own creator ignoring him? Because it sure was starting to look like that._

_Jack noticed a group of children as well as three adults gathering at the side of his lake. He had learnt some of their names about three days ago, when some people were talking while travelling through the forest. One of the girls was called Pippa, another was Emma, there was a teen called Will and the three adults were called Harry, Sam and Brandon._

Tooth gasped slightly as she recognised the three who had bullied Jack during his life and had been humiliated in front of the whole village. She did not want to think about why they were even there in the first place. Yet she said nothing.

Bunny, however, wasn't one for keeping his mouth shut.

"What were they doing there?" He growled, ears pushed against his head. He had only seen memories of those three and he already hated them. "Hadn't they done enough to you already?"

Jack only shot him a glare. "Just watch the memory, kangaroo."

_Pippa sniffed and clung to Will, tears falling down her cheeks. Whatever had happened had clearly upset her. "Will, I miss him."_

_Jack frowned slightly and leapt down off of the branch, slowly making his way towards them. **Miss who? Did someone leave and go somewhere else.** He barely even knew this kid, but he already knew he didn't like seeing her upset. He didn't like seeing any of them upset, and he wished there was a way he could help._

"_I know." Will said soothingly. "We all miss him. And we will never forget him. But he didn't die for nothing. Jackson knew what he was doing, and he wanted you safe. It was his own decision. Do you really think he would want you to think it was all your fault?"_

"_But it is all my fault!" Pippa wailed. "I should have just gotten off of the ice myself, I shouldn't have asked him to take me ice skating that day. I should have been the one who died. Now Jack's dead, and it's all my fault!"_

_Jack flinched, not at all liking the words coming from the small girl's mouth. He didn't know this 'Jackson' but he was sure that he wouldn't be happy about this. So Jack walked over to them, even though he knew that they could not hear him, it didn't stop him from wanting to try and help. "Hey, don't be like that. I'm sure Jackson would be much happier if you smiled."_

_Will sighed and bent down, touching Pippa's shoulder in a comforting manner. "Pippa, stop. It's not your fault, and you know it. Jackson-"_

"_Stop calling him that!" Pippa screeched, even more tears streaming down her face and completely ignoring the fact that Emma was clinging to her, trying to offer comfort. "His name is Jack! Not Jackson, Jack!"_

_Will sighed, then tried again. "Pippa, I know that it must be hard losing your brother like this, but think about it. Would Jack want you to be sad and upset all the time, or would he want you to be happy and move on?" Pippa sniffed and wiped her nose with the back of her hand. "Be happy." She mumbled. Will smiled as snowflakes began to fall around them. "There, you see? Even the snow doesn't like seeing you upset. Come on, let's go back."_

_Will took her firmly by the hand and led her away, holding Emma close to him as the other children followed. Soon, only three figures were left, and Jack was curious as to what three adults could possibly want with his lake._

_Harry sank to his knees, as if they were unable to support him any longer. Sam and Brandon sat beside him, and each put a hand on his shoulder. "Harry..."_

"_I shouldn't have done it." Harry said suddenly, cutting them off. The other two looked at each other in surprise before looking back at their old friend, waiting for him to speak again. "I should never have bullied him like that."_

_Jack looked confused. Okay, so this person was obviously someone who bullied Jackson – he couldn't bring himself to call the boy Jack – before he died, but why did it matter that much now that he was dead? Wouldn't he be glad that the boy was gone?_

_Even Sam and Brandon looked confused. "Harry, you're not making any sense-"_

"_Don't you get it?" Harry screamed, tears suddenly streaming down his face. "I made Jack's life hell for God knows how many years and he saved my life! I got jealous of him learning how to read and write simply because I didn't like him and I thought I should be better than him at everything! When his father died I heard the wolves, I just didn't know what was going on. I ran like a coward when I should have gone to investigate! And – and on Pippa's birthday I saw them ice skating. I remember thinking that the ice was probably too thin but I didn't bother to warn them. Instead I just walked off! I could have done something. Jack was innocent, he died for no reason. And – and now I'll never get to apologise for everything I've done! I'll never get to make it up to him, never get to right my wrongs. All because I couldn't be bothered with him after that spelling incident. It isn't fair!"_

_Jack flinched at this sudden outburst. He didn't expect it from any one, most certainly not an adult. And he never wanted to hear any of it ever again. He so badly wanted to do something, to comfort the older boy in some way, but there was nothing he could do. He was invisible, after all. Still, Jack stood behind them anyway, hoping that something would happen that would cheer the other up._

"_Harry, listen to me." Sam said firmly. "We all regret what we did to Jack. But nothing could have been done, even if we wanted to help. How were you supposed to know that they were attacking Jack's father? And even if you did, it wouldn't have mattered. He wouldn't have made it anyway. And Jack might not have listened to you about the ice. You know what he was like. You need to let it go. Besides, Jack probably forgave you long ago. He wasn't the type of person to hold grudges."_

_Harry stared at the ground for a moment longer before rising to his feet. "You're right." He muttered. "Come on guys, lets go. At the very least we need to go and let the Overland's know that we're sorry about Jack's death. And we should also go apologise to Pippa, too."_

_Jack didn't have time to get out of the way as the three turned and passed right through him. He let out a gasp as his eyes widened and his hand flew up to his chest, a small tingling remaining for a few more seconds before it faded. That was the second time he had been walked through, and it would probably happen a million more times. But it still hurt to have a reminder that he was invisible._

_Jack felt the tears prick his eyes but he blinked them back angrily. He hadn't cried since that first night. Oh, he had screamed at the moon furiously until his throat ached alright, but he hadn't cried. He refused to cry. Crying would only make it worse._

_Jack wandered over to the village, stopping to observe the group of children from earlier just staring blankly at the snow. Jack followed their gazes and instantly got an idea. Bending down, he scooped up some snow and made it into a perfect snowball. Jack looked at it for a moment, accidentally breathing on it and finding, to his surprise, that it seemed to get a small amount of frost on it and glow slightly. Shrugging, he threw it at one of the teenagers, who blinked a few times before a small blue glitter seemed to appear on their eyes. He looked up excited, forming another snowball and throwing it at another teenager._

_Before Jack knew it there was a huge snowball fight going on between everyone. Everyone but one girl, whom Jack recognised as Pippa. He smiled slightly before repeating his earlier trick and throwing the snowball at Pippa, wondering where he got his good aim from. That thought quickly disappeared when he saw a small smile grace Pippa's lips as she leapt up and joined in the snowball fight, throwing snowball after snowball. Jack laughed and quickly joined in himself, even if they couldn't see him, he didn't see why he shouldn't be included as well._

_Jack had so much fun that day. After a week of lying and sleeping on that tree branch while screaming up at the moon, it felt good to know that he could let loose with something as simple as a snowball fight. It also helped to distract him from how upset and angry he was. **Who knew that fun is a fantastic distraction?**_

_For the first time in a week, Jack's smile lasted all day until he fell asleep._

No one knew exactly what to make of this memory, they were all unsure if it was good or bad. True, it was good that Jack had finally let go and had some fun for the first time in a week, but it also sad to know that Jack had to see everyone he knew upset about his death, without even knowing he was the reason they were upset. It also hurt to know that when Jack had fun for the first time, his first view of it was a distraction.

Jack, unable to bear the silence any longer, spoke up. "Are you guys okay? You haven't exactly said much since the last memory and it's kinda freaking me out."

For a moment, no one spoke, and Jack once again began to shuffle his feet and tap his staff, only this time Merida noticed. She couldn't help but wonder why Jack was always making some kind of noise, at first she had put it down to restlessness, but she was beginning to doubt that very much. But she knew that asking him would get her nowhere, since he probably wouldn't tell the truth. "Well, there hasn't exactly been much to say." Was her reply instead.

Jack smirked, which made Merida relax a little. "I don't believe that for a second. You always have something to say, no matter the situation."

Merida only laughed and nudged him playfully. "Whatever, Frost. You always have some kind of answer yourself." Her smile increased as Jack laughed. His laugh and his smile could float around the room and instantly lighten any mood, a talent that Merida wished she had. Although she would never let on, she loved the play-fights and mock-arguments she had with him, just like how Jack loved teasing and annoying Bunny. Still giggling, Merida turned back to the memories.

If she had looked closer, Merida just might have been able to see that the smile Jack wore was fake.

**Again, sorry it took so long! And sorry it's so short!**

**Yes, I decided I wanted Harry to feel guilty. And I'm not even ashamed.**

**I'll probably have Jack meeting some of the guardians soon. And within those meetings, Jack will figure out why no one can see him. Also, be prepared for Merida feeling guilty! Mwahahahaha!**

**You know what I love writing? Merida feeling guilty, Bunny feeling guilty, and Merida getting angry at the guardians. So guess what memories I will look forward to writing. However, before we get to some of the fun stuff (like the Blizzard of 68) Jack will need to have some memories of feeling lost, lonely and unwanted, not fully understanding the world around him, as well as some joyful moments. Because Jack Frost wouldn't be Jack Frost if he didn't have some fun memories. And because I need to restrain myself from letting out the dark, creepy part of my mind that loves seeing characters suffer. Maybe in another fanfic, but not this one.**

**Ugh, the N key apparently hates me. I'll just go to press it and it won't respond, so I'll go and press it again and it still won't respond, and it will take a few tries. And since I type kind-of fast, I'll just have a random word in the sentence like ad instead of and, or wo't instead of won't, or respod instead of respond.**

**As always, please review! I feel more encouraged to write when you review! And ideas are welcome!**


	8. Chapter 8

**I have returned! With another chapter! And an idea!**

**Just so you know, I'm probably not gonna mention Pippa and her family often, because it's too much hard work to think of things that go one through her family history (either that or I'm just too lazy). So they're most likely just gonna get mentioned here-and-there, but not actually gonna get much attention.**

**And now, it is time to start Operation: Understand Invisibility! Yes, Jack's brief meetings with the guardians are finally beginning!**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: No, I don't own anything, okay? Please don't remind me! *cries***

"I wonder what we'll see next!" Rapunzel said, sounding slightly too cheerful. Jack sighed, wondering if his guess was correct. He didn't exactly do much that winter, other than start a few snowball fights in the village and practice riding on the wind. When the memory started, Jack knew at once that he was right.

_Jack peeked in through a window at the village, immediately catching sight of a whole family sat together. The father seemed to be attempting to put up a tree in the corner of the room, while the children played on the floor, talking excitedly about 'Santa Clause' coming to visit them. Curious, and with nothing else to do, Jack stayed to watch them. He smiled slightly as the kids began to decorate the tree, but eventually he got bored when everyone went to bed, and instead took to wandering around, knowing that everyone was asleep._

_Sighing, Jack swung his staff, wishing that it would snow, only to pause in surprise as the flakes began to float lightly down from the sky. Puzzled, Jack swung his staff again, silently asking for the snow to stop. It did._

_Jack's face lit up with excitement and he let out a laugh as he made it snow once again. He hadn't known he could do that. He had known that he could frost things over and could fly, but that was about it. Being able to make it snow brought forth new ideas for what he could do, in hopes that one day he would meet someone who didn't walk right through him._

_His laughter stopped as he heard bells. Looking up, his eyes were filled with wonder as he saw a sleigh being pulled by reindeer land on the roof of a house. The man inside the sleigh got out, holding a bag of some kind, and somehow slid down the chimney._

_Jack took this as an opportunity to investigate what was going on, and flew up to the roof, inspecting the sleigh and reindeer but being careful not to touch anything. He had no idea why this strange man would land on someone's roof, but brushed it aside. Still, he dropped down and peeked though the window, just in case the stranger was a thief._

_Instead, he saw the man put the bag down and pull something out, preparing to place it under the tree that the family had put up. Until another person came down the stairs, yawning, and passed right through the stranger with a present to go into the kitchen. **So there are others like me.**_

_The man chuckled. "As unpleasant as that is, it is a good thing she does not believe in me. I don't think she would be too pleased with a stranger breaking into her house." He said, obviously thinking out loud. When the woman went back upstairs, he stepped to the side, out of her way, then proceeded to put down all the presents the minute she was gone. Soon finishing his task, the man disappeared back up the chimney._

_Puzzled, Jack flew away to a tree next to his lake to thinkabout everything he had seen and heard. **What did he mean by not believe?**_

_Jack suddenly yelped as the tree he was in began to shake, making him fall off of the branch in the process. He had felt something crash into the precious piece of nature but had no idea what it was, and only discovered the source when he got up and looked around. It was the sleigh he had seen earlier, and the man had started to curse in a different language as he got up and inspected his mode of transport. Jack took the opportunity to take a peek at the globe on the sleigh and have a good look at the huge sack of presents until a voice made him jump. Not wanting to look at the strange, intimidating man, Jack flew off in panic. It was only later, when he was panting heavily on a tree, that he realised something. **He could see me!**_

_Jack suddenly wanted to smack himself for being so stupid. Someone could see him, and all he had done was fly off. That could have been the only person who could see him, and he had destroyed that chance of getting to know them. That person might have been able to help him, tell him what was going on, maybe help him to find others who were like him, or help him to get someone else to see him. Other questions also buzzed in his mind. If the stranger could see him, could he also hear him? Touch him? Would he pass right through him, the same as everyone else? **Nice going, Jack, you've just lost the only source of information you had. Great job.**_

_Jack fell asleep, still wondering and asking questions that he knew no one would answer._

North turned to Jack. "So you were the one I found sneaking around my sleigh!" He exclaimed. Jack only rubbed the back of his neck and smiled sheepishly. "Yeah, but who can blame me? I was just curious as to what you were doing."

_Time sped up again, only slowing down when the sun began to rise. Jack was sleeping peacefully, and for a second you could see how calm and vulnerable Jack could look. But he woke up a second later, icy blue eyes flickering open and squinting in the light. Jack groaned and turned over, trying to go back to sleep, but quickly realised it wouldn't work, and instead got up, asking the wind to take him to the village._

_The first thing he did was go to the house he had seen the stranger from last night enter, watching as the children dragged their parents out of bed, telling them in excited voices to get up, it was Christmas. They soon took to running down stairs, squealing in delight at the presents and handing them to each other, telling them excitedly that Santa Clause had come. Jack vaguely remembered the man putting the presents down. **Was he Santa Clause?**_

"Exactly how long did you go around calling him that?" Bunny laughed. Jack blushed slightly and put his hood up. "S-shut up! I'd only been alive for a few weeks, maybe a month, so what was I supposed to call him? Most of the things I knew I had learnt by simply observing others!"

_Jack spent most of the morning wandering around and watching children open their presents, waiting patiently for them to come outside and play in the snow that he had made during the night. They soon did, and as soon as a group of children were together, he immediately threw a snowball at one of them, laughing as the kid reacted by throwing a snowball right in one of his friend's faces. He, of course, joined in, even though he didn't feel the need for a distraction right then, he still wanted to join in the fun._

_As the children were slowly called in by their parents, Jack sighed and realised the fun was over, but jolted in shock as a child passed through him. That had been happening way too often, and he didn't like it. Tears pricked his eyes, but he just shoved them back again. **Why do they have to pass through me like that? How many more times does that have to happen before it finally stops?**_

_Sighing in defeat, Jack began to slowly walk around the village again, being careful to avoid others and eventually coming to a stop in front of a house, looking through a window to watch the family. They were all sat at a table, laughing and enjoying each other's company as they ate. Jack's insides seemed to warm up just watching them, but turned to ice as he remembered the way the children passed through him. He hated that cold feeling, it only reminded him that he was alone. **What is it like to be held by another. Does their touch burn, or does it make me feel pleasantly warm inside? **Another thought struck him like lightning, and he didn't like it. **Will I ever have a family?**_

_Sighing and now making it snow again, Jack flew off to his favourite tree by his lake and curled up on it, trying not to cry._

Everything was silent for a second, then North suddenly pulled Jack into a hug, making the younger spirit yelp in surprise. "You do have a family now, Jack. Don't you ever forget that."

Jack squirmed uncomfortably in North's hold, trying to pull away. "I know North, I know. That was 300 years ago, I don't think that any more, honest. You all seem to be forgetting already that these are just memories."

Merida remained silent, guilt tearing through her body. How many times had she complained to Jack about her family? How many times had she sat there and whined about how unfair her family had been to her, and made Jack sit there and listen with a smile on his face, while inside he was probably screaming at her. All she had done was complain about her family, when for 300 years it was all Jack had wanted, to feel the touch of another, to feel the warmth that a family could bring by a simple hug. How could she have been so blind as to not appreciate everything she had, without a single thought to anyone else, without considering that maybe one of her friends was still hurting inside, longing for everything she had yet didn't seem to want. And he still never let out a single complaint. For 300 years Jack had thought he would never get a family, never receive the warmth he felt from one. She had all that, but just didn't care. Took it for granted, like she did with everything. But had he ever complained about it? No, he hadn't. Because Jack was strong – stronger than any of them could ever be, and he hid his true feelings to comfort one of his friends, even when they didn't deserve it. She needed to make this up to him. Badly.

**And there you have it! Merida feeling guilty! I felt like it was best to have Merida feeling bad because I can imagine her complaining to Jack about her family, and then feeling guilty when she realises that Jack didn't have that.**

**THE SHORTNESS! IT BURNS!**

**So, what do you guys want to see next? Do you want a meeting with Bunny, one of Tooth's fairies, Sandy, or do you have a different idea of what you want to see before he meets any of those? If you do, please let me know.**

**WAIT! Before you go, do you see that little box underneath? Yeah, that box. Please type a review in there! It makes me feel better to know that people have actually taken time out of their busy lives to write a little something about this story, and it also helps me to feel more inspired to write the next chapter, since I like to update as often as possible. So, yeah, reviews are very much welcome!**


	9. Chapter 9

**SORRY YOU HAD TO WAIT SO LONG! It took a while for my mind to create an idea for the next chapter but it finally kicked itself into gear and came up with this.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: No, I don't own anything. Although I would like to**

Merida turned to Jack, opening her mouth to apologise, but closed her mouth when Jack smirked at her. "Finally fallen out of your depressive state, Katniss?" He joked. Merida only groaned in response, wishing she had never told Jack about the Hunger Games. It was the second most common nickname he had invented for her, next to 'Hot Head'. His excuses for calling her Katniss were A. She could shoot really well with a bow and arrow and B. She was the spirit of summer, had a bad temper and could shoot fire arrows, so she was technically a girl on fire. She usually responded to these excuses by trying to shoot said fire arrows at his head, only to have him run off yelling, 'my point has been proven'.

Before she could throw him a sarcastic remark back, the next memory started.

_Jack wandered around the village, carefully avoiding being walked through, and created ice under random people's feet, laughing slightly. He had recently discovered that he could not only create frost and snow, but ice as well, and used this new found talent to pass the time, looking for a way to make himself laugh._

_Out of the corner of his eye he saw little Emma, Pippa's friend, playing with Will by rolling down the hill. A light, playful smirk tugged at his lips and there was a glint of mischief in his eyes. Whistling innocently, he walked up to them and suddenly began to create ice underneath Emma. The girl screamed in slight fear, but they soon turned to shouts of joy and laughter as she went sliding through the village. Jack's smile increased, but he soon lost control of his ice path and the smaller girl went flying. Jack winced, wondering if he should have waited until he got more control over his ice powers. Worriedly, Jack stood next to Emma, who was now lying on the floor, just as Will came dashing over._

"_Emma!" He yelled, running to her and helping her to her feet. "Are you okay?"_

_Emma coughed a bit before she spat something out into her hand. Something small and white. "Cool!" She gasped. "A tooth!" Will sighed in relief, seemingly glad that a missing tooth was the only damage caused, and knelt down to look at her in the eye. "This is your first tooth that has come out. Do you know what happens when you lose a tooth?" He asked. Emma shook her head. "Well, if you put a tooth under your pillow, then when you go to sleep the Tooth Fairy will come and take your tooth. In return, she leaves some money under your pillow."_

_Emma's eyes widened in excitement. "What does the Tooth Fairy look like?" She asked excitedly. Will only laughed. "No one knows, Emma. Everyone's always been asleep when she comes." Emma's eyes lit up even more. "We can be the first to see her!" She yelled, tugging at Will's hand. "We can stay up tonight and see the Tooth Fairy! Can we Will, please?" Will laughed again. "We can try, although we might fall asleep before she comes. But if we do, we can always try again another time."_

_Emma squealed excitedly and ran off, probably to find Pippa and tell her all about what she had heard. Will smiled sadly when Jake, one of his friends, walked up to him. "You have a huge soft spot for Emma." He commented. Will sighed, the smile leaving his face. "I just worry about her. Ever since what happened to Jack, I can't help but feel scared when she goes running off like that. She can be reckless at times, even though she's so shy. She reminds me of Jack in a way. And then I start picturing her being chased by wolves or drowning in that lake..." He trailed off, letting Jake pull him into a hug. "You're a great big brother, Will. Nothing will happen to Emma, not under your watch." He said, pulling away quickly and patting him on the back. Only to get a face full of snow as Will started laughing. Jake smirked slightly. "William Bennett, you'll pay for that!" He yelled, before throwing a snowball straight back at his friend. Jack smiled, satisfied with the fact that neither of them were upset any more before flying off back to his lake, questions filling his mind. Who was the Tooth Fairy? Was she like Santa? Could she see him? He hoped so. Maybe he could get some help this time, instead of flying off._

_As soon as dark began to fall Jack flew back to the village, stopping just outside of Emma's window. The girl was tucked up in bed, excitedly chatting to Will, who looked like he was going to drop to the floor and sleep at any moment. To keep himself awake, the older boy chose to speak to his sister. "The Sandman is the person who puts you to sleep and sends you dreams." He told her. "That's why when you wake up, there are little grains of sand in your eyes. It's proof that the Sandman came." Jack listened, puzzled. There were so many stories about people, Santa, the Tooth Fairy, and now the Sandman. He couldn't help but wonder if he would ever see these people._

_Soon Emma had fallen asleep, and Will had followed shortly after. Jack only sat there, waiting patiently, surprised that he did not feel tired in the slightest. Although he quickly put it down to being invisible._

_A few minutes later, Jack heard a noise and looked around, only to see a tiny fairy flying out of the window. Jack smiled, then froze in surprise as the fairy stopped and began to make small squeaking noises. In her hands she clutched a tooth. For some reason though, Jack couldn't bring himself to see the tiny creature as the Tooth Fairy. Which is what many children would assume, of course, but it just didn't click with him._

"_You're not the Tooth Fairy, are you?" He asked, although it was slightly more of a statement than a question. It turned out he was right, since the tiny fairy shook her head. "So, are you some kind of helper of the Tooth Fairy's? Like Santa's elves?" The fairy looked slightly shocked at the mention of Santa's elves, but nodded her head cautiously. Jack smiled again, slightly surprised when the fairy squeaked again and darted towards his mouth, squealing about something. Laughing and unknowingly nearly making the fairy faint, he pointed to the sky. "I won't keep you any longer, you can go now." He said. The fairy nodded and flew off._

"I remember that day." Tooth said. "Baby Tooth came back with Emma's tooth and started chirping on about some boy she had met with snow-white teeth." Merida suddenly turned to her. "And you didn't even think to go and find him?" She snapped, but calmed down slightly at Jack's panicked 'Merida!' and instead just turned away. Jack shot Tooth an apologetic look before turning back to the memory.

_Jack sat at the window for a few more minutes before he saw a golden trail in the sky. Curious, he flew up to it, only to gasp in delight when he saw the golden trail was made of sand. "I bet this is from the Sandman!" He exclaimed, excitement suddenly filling him. Unable to help himself, Jack stretched out a hand and touched it, gasps and squeals of joy filling the air as it turned into a dog, which leapt around him playfully before running off, disappearing._

"And you were telling me earlier about how males don't scream and shriek, yet you knew full well that when you first encountered Sandy's dreamsand you squealed like a girl." Merida said, smirking as a blush rose to Jack's cheeks. He pulled his hood over his face in an attempt to hide it. "S-shut up! I was excited that night and I didn't know any better, alright?"

_Jack suddenly seemed to realise that it wouldn't stay night forever and began to follow the trail of sand, trying to trace it back to it's master. But soon it disappeared completely, leaving a very frustrated Jack hovering over the sea. He groaned in annoyance at losing the trail, but his face soon brightened. **Well, I can always follow it tomorrow night.**_

_Jack smiled and was about to fly back to his lake when the wind stopped blowing, instantly dropping him. Jack panicked, even though he had his staff, he hadn't quite mastered his grip on the wind yet and it sometimes dropped him. It didn't happen very often, it was just unfortunate that at that particular moment in time, he was right over the sea._

_Jack hit the water, pain bursting through his chest for a moment from the contact before fading. He began to panic again, desperately trying to swim to the surface. He had learnt, from watching the humans, that he couldn't breath underwater. If he tried to, he would drown. Instead, he held his breath, but soon Jack remembered when he had been trapped in his lake. It had been so dark, and cold... he was underwater then. He was underwater now. He could be in that same situation all over again. At least until he died._

_Each time Jack tried to reach the surface he only seemed to sink further into his watery grave. More panic swept in as his chest began to hurt, his eyes wide with fear. The air was up there, practically mocking him, so close yet so hard to reach, with the moon just hanging there silently, like always. And he was beginning to get tired. He felt a tug at the back of his mind telling him to let it go and sleep, but he knew that if he did, he could die. Still, it looked like he was going to die anyway, and with each passing second he felt more of an urge to give up the fight._

_Jack could do nothing to stop the sudden rush of water that entered his nose as he finally breathed in, with it his decision that he was going to die, and there was nothing he could do about it. **How strange, yet oddly funny in a dark, twisted way.** Some part of his mind thought. **I was born in the water and I'll die in the water.**_

_Suddenly he felt himself being pulled upwards to the surface by something, and a new surge of hope filled him. That hope exploded into relief when his head appeared above the water. Coughing and gasping, Jack looked down, finally able to see what had saved him from death's cruel grasp. He was lying on a dolphin, which seemed as playful as ever despite the fact that it had saved his life. He felt a sudden rush of gratitude and gently stroked the dolphin's soft, leathery skin, muttering 'thank you' with every stroke. The dolphin replied by clicking playfully, and Jack laughed before floating up in the air slightly – thankful that the wind had a good hold of him this time – to play with the gentle creature. His laughter rang through the air again as more dolphins came to play, leaping through the air and clicking playfully, before finally the group had to swim off. Still smiling, Jack flew back to his favourite tree by his lake and settled down on a branch, looking up at the sky. He tried to ignore the moon – the moon that had only spoken to him once, that had left him alone, that had sat there and watched when he nearly died a few minutes earlier – and instead watched the stars. He liked the stars. Unlike the moon, the stars were small and didn't produce much light, but still twinkled gently, content with what they had, as they sat with their friends. Jack could easily imagine somewhere up there they were playing with one another, gently laughing, taking no notice of the grumpy old moon that insisted on sending out most of the light, instead choosing to take life easy and have fun, setting off only a few small rays of light, knowing that others would see them, and that someone would take the time to appreciate them, instead of always favouring the moon._

_Smiling, Jack let himself fall asleep, surrendering himself to the Sandman._

"Hang on a minute, mate." Bunny said, ignoring Merida's you-don't-deserve-a-say-in-this glare. "You almost drowned for the second time, the minute you were saved you started playing and you fell asleep with a smile on your face even though the moon did nothing to help you." Jack simply shrugged. "I also fell out of the sky on my first night as an immortal and laughed." **And smirked and replied with a sarcastic response whenever someone said something that hurt me.** He mentally added. He wouldn't say this, though, not only would it be revealing weakness to his friends, but it also stood as a threat to his play-fights and mock-arguments with both Merida and Bunny. Who, by the way, were having an intense glaring competition. Sighing and letting out a laugh, Jack shook his head and looked away, a small, content smile gracing his face.

**Oh my life... WHAT IS THIS MONSTROCITY THAT I HAVE WRITTEN? IT MUST BE BURNT AND LEFT TO DIE IN HELL! But if I did that, then I would have to come up with a new chapter idea, which would take forever to write and upload... and I'd rather not get torn apart by angry fans for not updating.**

**Again, I apologise for the shortness! I don't know what's wrong with me lately, with all these short chapters! *cries***

**Honestly, I just couldn't resist putting in the Hunger Games reference (can it even be counted as a reference?). I'm sorry! *runs away and hides***

**Anyway, the reason I had Jack nearly drown (again) and then get saved by dolphins is because I wanted to have a reason for why it was a dolphin that appeared when Jack touched the dreamsand in the film. No doubt they probably just chose a random animal, but I still wanted to have a random reason, even if it was only for the fun of it. So I figured that they could be Jack's favourite animal, not only because they are playful and gentle, but because they also saved his life. Dolphins are gentle and playful, but they have (on numerous occasions) saved a human's life (trust me, it's an episode on An Animal Saved My Life). This idea has been in my head for a while, but I decided 'not for this fanfic' and tossed it into my mental recycling bin. Then I was writing the part where the dreamsand trail disappeared, and the idea sprang back up, so I just decided that I had to use it. **

**And then you just get my sister, who was showing off two years ago because she's touched a dolphin before and I haven't!**

**Does anyone even read these? Oh well, if they don't, they don't. I'll still continue to type them anyway.**

**You guys know the drill. Ideas are welcome, please review!**


	10. Chapter 10

**And we have an update! It's a miracle!**

**I currently have nothing to say about this chapter, so lets just get on with it**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything in this story. I wish I did, but I don't**

Jack eventually pushed Merida and Bunny away from each other. He had no idea why they were even glaring at each other in the first place and honestly, he didn't want to know either. Manny apparently decided to save him by throwing them quickly into another memory before a fight broke out.

_A lot of time had obviously passed, because it was spring in Burgess. Jack was lying on a tree, unconsciously causing snow to fall. He wasn't even aware he was doing it, since he was lost in thought. Today was Easter, and he was determined to find the Easter Bunny. He had heard kids talking about a rabbit who went around the world hiding eggs for Easter Egg Hunts. All in one day. Jack had to admit, that was pretty impressive. After all, unlike Santa, who had a magical sleigh, and the Tooth Fairy, who had little helpers, the Easter Bunny was all on his own, no help from anyone or anything. Well, at least that's what he had heard. Jack couldn't tell, no one had actually met the Easter Bunny and asked him. Jack was determined to be the first._

_It wasn't just because he was childlike and had a strange fascination with seeing old legends with his very own eyes, and it wasn't because he wanted to boast to anyone that he had seen the Easter Bunny. He had questions, and he wanted answers. He had flown away from Santa, the Tooth Fairy's helpers couldn't talk to him, and he hadn't gotten a chance to meet the Sandman yet. If the Easter Bunny was anything like the other two he had met, then he could answer all of Jack's questions._

_Then maybe, just maybe, he would finally have a friend._

_So that's why he was lying on his favourite tree branch on Easter, waiting for the sun to rise so that he could finally get some answers. Even though there was a little voice in the back of his mind that was telling him he shouldn't be here, that he should go somewhere colder and spread some snow there, he ignored it and stubbornly stayed exactly where he was. And he wouldn't leave until the day was over._

"Mind telling us exactly why you were still in Burgess during spring?" Hiccup asked, turning to Jack, who blushed slightly. "I didn't know much about the other seasons, and I wanted answers, can you really blame me?" Jack rubbed the back of his neck almost sheepishly. "I learnt pretty quickly, though. That year wasn't pleasant."

_Soon the kids all came out, looking excited for the Easter Egg Hunt, while the adults looked confused about the snow still falling, and the white blanket covering the ground. Although the children's excitement turned to disappointment when they couldn't find any eggs. And they started to complain about the snow, too, saying that it was too cold for spring, and that there shouldn't be snow on the ground. Jack was confused. The temperature always dropped automatically wherever he was, and it was way to warm for him. But the humans wanted it to be warmer? They must be really bad at handling the cold._

_Jack felt slightly disappointed when everyone turned and left, even more so when he realised that it was all for nothing, since he hadn't achieved his goal._

_At least, that's how he felt until he saw something dart around in the bushes. Jack's eyes widened as he began to look around, hoping that whatever was there wouldn't hurt him, if it could even see him. But his slight panic turned to excitement when the figure stepped out of the bushes. It was taller than a normal bunny, but what else could it be? The ears were too big a give-away. Jack felt even more excited when he realised he'd done it. He'd found the Easter Bunny. **And he looks so much cooler than I imagined!**_

Bunny's ears flattened and he looked away. Jack hadn't meant any harm, he only wanted answers. And it was his first Easter as a spirit. Knowing that Jack's first thought of him was so positive made him feel guilty, a feeling he did not like. At all.

_His excitement and happiness died down, however, when he saw how angry the rabbit looked. To be honest, it scared him a little. But it didn't matter, Jack realised, since another thought crossed his mind. **He's looking at me, not through me!**_

"_Oi! What do you think you're doing, making it snow on Easter like this?" The Easter Bunny snapped, making Jack's smile fade slightly. "You can see me?" He breathed, staring at the legend._

"_Of course I can see ya." The rabbit snorted. "All spirits can see each other." Jack was confused for a moment. **Spirit?**_

"_What are you doing this for, eh? Why are you messing with my holiday?" The Easter Bunny snapped, making Jack feel slightly afraid, something that only increased as the other walked towards him. "Do you have any idea how many believers you cost me? Do you have any idea how it feels to be invisible to a whole village?" Jack didn't get a chance to reply as the older one snorted again. "No, of course you don't, you're just a troublesome winter spirit that does nothing but cause mischief. You don't care about anyone else, and you don't care that people need the cold to leave, before they start to run out of food and die. Because you're heartless, and you don't care about anything other than yourself."_

_These words hurt, hurt more than Jack could ever imagine. With each insult came a harsh jab to his shoulder, each one harder than the last, until he was certain that it would bruise, until he was eventually shoved harshly to the ground. The Easter Bunny kicked him slightly in the ribs, hurting him more that the kick intended to and leaving him gasping for breath. He didn't understand. He had only come for help, and this complete stranger was telling him all of these mean things, and pushing him around. Didn't he realise how much that hurt? And what was all that about people dying from the cold? People couldn't die from the cold, right?_

_Tears welled up in Jack's eyes as the snow began to fall more heavily than before. But one complaint from the other made Jack stop it. He didn't want to hear this stranger say anything else that would hurt, he couldn't bear the anger that those eyes held. Anger aimed at him._

_Jack took off, flying back to his lake and lying down on his tree branch, which now had leaves covering it, shielding Jack from the sun. Which was good, because it was too warm for Jack's liking. Being in the shade was much cooler, and it gave Jack time to think._

_What had the Easter Bunny meant by spirit? Weren't spirit's dead people that wandered the earth, looking out for people to attack? Still, what if those rumours weren't true? After all, no one could expect the Easter Bunny to be huge, carry strange markings and have to wooden... things attached to his back. And what did he mean by believers? Did he mean people who believed in him? If so, how did people not believing in him stopped them from seeing him?_

_Not believing in him stopped them from seeing him! Jack bolted upright. That was it! That had to be the reason why no one could see him. All he needed to do was make them believe. But still, it was only a theory, and one that Jack wasn't completely sure of. He would need more proof. Maybe something would confirm his theory one day, when he wasn't sure. But he was hoping that he was correct, then this whole invisible problem could be fixed._

_After all, if the Easter Bunny, Santa Clause, Tooth Fairy and Sandman could do it, then it shouldn't be too hard, right?_

Bunny's ears were practically against his skull. Jack had escorted him out of Merida's sight while the girl was distracted by the memory – just in case she decided to have a little... snack while they were there – and he couldn't help but pay attention to how gentle and careful Jack was when pulling him away. Almost as if the younger boy was afraid to make him feel too cold. Cold like he had been that Easter. Cold like the insults thrown at the boy who would be forever frozen at sixteen that day. Cold and unforgiving. Like the jabs and push and kick he had delivered to the child that didn't deserve them that day. Jack had only come to him for help, he didn't even know much about what was going on, and Bunny had hurt him for no reason. He didn't even want to remember what the reason for the Blizzard of 68 was. He had gone way too far with that, blinded by anger, and crushed the boy's hope. Ironic, really.

Jack either had the ability to see the future or he just knew Merida really well, because the girl almost set all of them on fire, although her target was really Bunny. For a number of reasons, such as hitting Jack, saying such cruel things, not letting him explain himself, and losing his temper over a few eggs, to name a few. So no, she wasn't happy, and yes, she did want Bunny's head on display on her bedroom wall.

Eventually it was, surprisingly, Jack who calmed her down, by grabbing her wrist firmly and forcing her to look at him. "Merida. That Easter had long since been and gone. I'm over it, you need to let it go, okay?"

Merida remained silent for a few minutes, letting the anger that had quickly replaced her guilt fade away. Neither she or Bunny could believe how calm and relaxed Jack was about it, and they could only wonder how he could be so forgiving. After a few moments she nodded and turned back to the memory.

_A small amount of time had passed and it was a few weeks after the Easter incident. Jack lay on a tree, breathing heavily, his cheeks flushed and sweat pouring down his face. It was so hot, how could the humans bear this heat? And why did they keep complaining about how cold it was? He felt like he was melting! And he barely had the energy to lift his staff, let alone make it snow. He wasn't even sure if he could ask the wind to take him somewhere else, in case he passed out on the way and the wind dropped him, or his staff slipped from his grasp. Seeing no other choice, Jack stayed exactly where he was, hoping that it would pass._

_That idea was scrunched up, tossed out of the window into a bin and set on fire after three days. The poor child began to hallucinate, he was covered in a thin layer of sweat, he was shaking and he was vomiting every now and again. He felt so tired, yet no matter how hard Jack tried he could not get to sleep. His eyes were red, most likely from his fever, and unfocused, and finally he could take it no more. He was drawing the line right here._

"_Wind." Jack coughed, his voice hoarse from lack of use. "Can you take me to somewhere cold, please?" The wind obeyed, gently picking up the sick boy and ruffling his hair playfully before carrying the feverish child to Antarctica._

_Jack slipped in and out of consciousness all the way there, and was thankful that he had, somehow, kept hold of his staff, and that the wind had not dropped him. At least, it didn't until he landed in Antarctica, letting him fall face first into a pile of snow. Jack didn't move for a while, then finally let out a soft sigh of relief and rolled over, trying to bury himself in the snow to cool himself off. A part of him was thankful that he wasn't the same as humans, their healing abilities were awful. And that same part of him wondered if they would ever get better._

_After two days spent in Antarctica waiting for his illness to pass, Jack finally felt like he could leave and this time obeyed the voice in his mind that told him to make it snow somewhere, completely avoiding the warm parts of the world and going to the cooler continents, blessing some places with a light, early snowfall, despite the fact it was only Autumn._

_Next year he was definitely going to a colder place when spring came around before he got sick._

**I enjoyed writing this chapter :D**

**So, I guess you guys can guess who Jack meets next, can't you? That's right, it's the Groundhog!**

**Nah, I'm just kidding XD**

**You know what I'm going to say, leave a review, ideas are very much welcome.**


	11. Chapter 11

**Sorry about the wait! This would have been up sooner but I was writing a fanfic for my friend, and I was trying to finish that. It's up now, so it's out of the way.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I really wish I didn't have to type these out every single chapter. Oh well... I don't own anything**

_Jack yawned and collapsed next to his tree, not wanting to have to get comfortable on a branch. He was too tired for that. After a year spent in the Antarctic, it was Autumn, finally cold enough for Jack to return to his home. He had raced to get here, and stupidly chose the quickest route, instead of the coldest, and he had been dragged through places that were way too hot for him, almost immediately sapping him of his energy. Plus, he had flown around the world, bringing winter to places that needed it. It had cost him more energy than he had thought, and had almost passed out on the way back because of it._

_Jack's eyes drifted shut, and he began to dream, but was quickly awakened by something tearing at his skin. He screamed and batted the thing away with his staff, earning just enough time to scramble to his feet and look at whatever had attacked him._

_It was a wolf, it's eyes bright and sharp as the beast growled fiercely at him. Jack remembered seeing the men from the village shoot at these wolves when they were threatened. He hadn't gotten much further than that, since seeing the men shoot innocent animals for food made him feel sick, even though he understood that it had to be done, otherwise families wouldn't be fed, it didn't seem fair that it had to happen. Especially to the little ones. Unfortunately for him, he didn't have anything to shoot these with. So his options were either to try and fight back, fly away or get ripped to shreds._

_Jack was about to go for the second option but the wolf lunge at him again, sharp teeth meeting soft flesh, and Jack could only scream in terror. Pain shot through him as pointed ends punctured delicate skin, drawing blood. _

_By now almost a whole pack of wolves had appeared, surrounding him. Jack felt his heart pounding loudly in his chest, each beat telling him that he was still alive. Which was good, since he wasn't sure if he would even make it out alive._

_As the pack drew in closer to the injured boy, trapping him against the tree trunk, adrenalin began to course through his veins and kicked him into action. With a yell of fear, Jack swung his staff, wanting it to push them away, willing for it to stop the beast that was hurting him, and ice shot out of it. He would have questioned it, had it not been for the fact that the others had begun to pounce. Bolt after bolt of ice was fired from his staff as the wolves began to reconsider their decision of ambushing him. At first his attacks were wild, uncontrolled and not always hitting the intended mark, but as the beasts began to lessen Jack got more control over his powers, and his mind became switched onto aiming his attacks more and more, until eventually he was hitting his marks with perfect accuracy._

_Eventually they retreated, whimpering and most likely going home to lick their wounds. Panting, Jack flew up to a tree branch, where he felt safe, and began to think about what had just happened._

"_So, I can fly, make it snow, frost things over, create ice and shoot ice out of my staff as well?" He asked, speaking aloud. He discovered that talking to himself could chase the silence away, if only for a little while. Jack knew that this could become a habit that would be hard to break, but honestly, he didn't care. It created noise, and noise was something he was fine with. It was better than the nothingness that hung in the air, ringing in his ears and slowly spreading around him until he was completely surrounded by it. "Is there anything else I can do?"_

_Jack looked up at the moon, hoping for an answer. As usual, there was no reply. "Moon, please, just this once, answer me. Please moon, just answer my one question and I'll never ask you anything ever again, I swear. I just want to know why I'm here." Silence. Jack sighed, dropping his shoulders in defeat. "Fine. Don't answer me, then. Just ignore me, like you always do. After all, you're good at that, aren't you?" More silence. Another sigh. "It's almost been a year and there are still so many things I don't know, things that I don't understand. Couldn't you at least tell me what it is I'm meant to do? Surely spreading snow isn't my only purpose. Please, moon, say something. Anything Just one word. Tell me I'm right, that I have a bigger purpose than this. I'm right, aren't I?" Even more silence. Jack hung his head, giving up trying to plead with the moon for tonight. "I just... don't understand why you're doing this to me. All I want... all I want is a friend."_

_Nothing, not a sound in reply. Jack whimpered slightly and pulled his legs up to his chest, wrapping his arms around them and burying his face into his knees. He stayed like that for a long time, until a golden glow made Jack peek one eye out to look. There was a long trail of something golden weaving through the air. Sand. Jack smiled to himself and shot up. The Sandman was making his nightly rounds._

_Having given up on trying to find the legendary Sandman, Jack chose to meet the trail of sand instead, and gently brushed the tip of it with his finger. A dolphin immediately sprang up, swimming around him playfully and making Jack laugh. Ever since his little incident with the water, dolphins had officially become his favourite animals, and seeing one always calmed him down, even if it was only one made out of sand._

_Then, just as the sand dolphin swam off to continue with it's job, Jack turned and his jaw dropped. There, standing on a small golden cloud, was the Sandman himself._

_Without any more hesitation, Jack shot over to the small golden man, slowing down slightly when he got nearer. His encounter with the Easter Bunny had left him wary of other 'spirits' and he didn't really want anyone to dislike him. Maybe one day he could make it up with the Easter Bunny, maybe apologise to him. Eventually he would get a chance to tell the rabbit how sorry he was. And he would take that moment when it came. But until it did, Jack would wait patiently for it to arrive. No matter how long it took._

_The Sandman turned to him and, much to Jack's relief, didn't scowl or turn away, but instead smiled at Jack kindly, unknowingly showing Jack that it was okay, he was safe, no one would attack him. Jack smiled back and came to a stop in front of the legend, slightly nervous. "Um, hi. I'm Jack, Jack Frost. You're the Sandman, right?" He was rewarded with a nod, and Jack's eyes lit up. "Great! I've been looking for you for a while, but I couldn't find you. I, uh, don't want to take up much of your time, but I have a few questions." The Sandman tilted his head, curious, and motioned for Jack to start._

_The winter spirit took a deep breath and began to speak. "Okay, so last year, when I first became who I am, I found out that no one could see me, but I didn't know why. All I was told was that my name is Jack Frost. And I've been trying to find out the reason ever since. I've got an idea of why now, but I just wanted... someone to confirm it was right. So, can you tell me, am I a spirit? And... can no one see me because they don't believe in me?" The Sandman nodded, and Jack's eyes widened in disbelief. "Wow... really? Thank you so much, Sandman!"_

_The Sandman smiled, and made a few sand images above his head. After a few minutes, Jack figured out that they meant 'you're welcome' and smiled even wider. "Uh, just two more things. The first thing is, can I call you Sandy?" A nod. Jack's smile grew. "And the other thing is, will you... will you be my friend?" Sandy looked a little surprised at the request, but nodded anyway. Jack let out a sigh of relief, itching to reach out and hug the elder spirit but not daring to, in case it chased his new friend off. "Thank you so much, Sandy. You've really helped me tonight. I won't keep you any longer. Thank you again."_

_With that, Jack flew off, looking too excited for words. He'd done it! He'd gotten his answers, he'd found the legendary Sandman, and he'd gotten a friend. Although he very much doubted that this had anything to do with the moon, at that moment he didn't care. Sandy was his friend, now, and no matter how little or often they met, they would always be friends. And Sandy would be there for hi whenever he could, especially if Jack needed his help or comfort._

_Because that's what friends did, right?_

Rapunzel suddenly turned to Sandy, surprising everyone. "Thanks, Sandy, for being there for Jack when these _idiots-_" Rapunzel glared at the other guardians for a moment before continuing. "Were too lazy to be there themselves." Jack sent her a disapproving glance before also looking at his friend, kneeling down to his level.

"Sandy, I never really got to thank you for that night. You helped me a lot during all those years, even though we almost never got to see each other, but I'm thankful for those rare times we did get, I really am. You have no idea how grateful I am – how grateful I will _always _be – for being there."

Sandy smiled and patted Jack's hand, signing with his dream sand. 'We'll all be here from now on, we'll never let you be alone any more'. Jack smiled and pulled the smaller man into a hug. "You have no idea how much that means to me." He whispered, then got up and turned back to the memory.

_Jack settled down on a branch again, closing his eyes and willing himself to sleep. Yet whenever he tried, images of wild beasts attacking and killing him in his sleep haunted him, each one just as gruesome and bloodied as the last. He sighed and shifted his position slightly. He wanted to sleep so badly, but he didn't want to be attacked again. How was he supposed to defend himself if he wouldn't wake up?_

_Eventually Jack managed to force himself asleep, deep enough to dream but light enough to wake up if there was enough noise._

_His dreams were more like nightmares. It started off with a snowball fight, every kid in the village and even a few adults involved, with Jack joining in and throwing snowballs with perfect aim. It was only when one of them walked through him that everything went downhill. Suddenly everyone stopped, looking tired and upset. They walked off, each and every one of them walking through him. Terrified, he ran into the forest, only to be attacked by wolves and bears. They tore at him, practically ripping his limbs out of their sockets and clawing him apart. He screamed loudly, and his heart lifted when he saw them – Santa Claus, the Tooth Fairy, the Easter Bunny and Sandy. But his lifted heart shattered when Santa and the Tooth Fairy turned away, ignoring him, as if he didn't exist. The Easter Bunny snorted and watched, telling him that he deserved it – that what the beasts were doing was right. And Sandy just scowled at him, words forming above his head. 'You are nothing, Jack Frost. You do not deserve to live. You shouldn't even exist'. Tears formed in his eyes and he could not stop them from falling. Then the Easter Bunny pounced at him, his ears shrinking and body changing form as the once-rabbit began to join in on the attack, transforming into a wolf before his eyes. It lunge for his throat, attempting to kill him and all he could do was scream..._

_Jack bolted upright so quickly he fell out of the tree and into the soft snow. He made no move to sit up, just continued taking deep breaths and telling himself that it was okay, he wasn't dead, he wasn't being attacked, he was safe. His entire body shook as he tried to remind himself what was real and what was fantasy. Whimpering, Jack curled up and fell asleep again, falling into an even lighter sleep so that no nightmares would come. He wouldn't let his dream become a reality – he'd fight before that happened._

Rapunzel had apparently made it her personal goal to ignore Bunny from here on out, with Hiccup following her example, and their backs were facing him.. Merida was just standing there, not speaking to anyone and looking as if she would very much like to strangle someone. Bunny's ears were flattened against his skull, reminding himself that it had been a dream, he had never hurt Jack, or watched as he was torn apart by wild animals. Jack shifted closer to his brother, and small, pale arms wrapped around a furry one. Bunny noticed it, but barely processed it, too busy trying to figure out why it was only him who had attacked Jack in his nightmare. Was it because Jack had seen him as just that – a monster, a wild beast who would be so heartless as to attack someone so innocent? Just because of their first encounter? First impressions were important, but that didn't mean they were correct. But, Bunny reminded himself, Jack couldn't give second chances in his world. Even if he did, he shouldn't. One bad first impression, and he probably had to try and avoid that person, so as not to get hurt.

Bunny then realised that this was only after a year had passed. Suddenly, he didn't want to see the rest of the memories. But he had to, and he would put up with it all and watch them. For Jack, if for nothing else.

After all, if their little troublemaker could go through all that still stand tall, then they could be strong enough to watch.

…**.. I have nothing to say on this chapter, other than the usual: Ideas are welcome, and reviews are loved.**


	12. Chapter 12

**I really should have put this up sooner but I'm working on the next chapter of The Hero's of Sun, Twilight and Sky and... yeah, I'll just get on with it**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I don't own**

Rapunzel randomly dragged Hiccup away from the group and began speaking to him in a low whisper, so that the others couldn't hear. "I think I have an idea on why Jack didn't want us to watch his memories."

Hiccup looked at her, nodding and motioning for her to continue. Rapunzel obeyed. "You've noticed it like I have, right? How distant Jack's become lately." Another nod. "Maybe he doesn't want us to see what happened to him because it will show us why he's become distant. I don't know about anyone else, but I don't like it when Jack tries to avoid us. It makes me feel like something is wrong with him. He seemed awfully worried when he found out what was going on, like we were going to find out one of his most well-kept secrets."

"I know." Hiccup replied, also keeping his voice quiet. "I feel the same. But I'm sure we'll find out why eventually, maybe even today. For now, let's just get through the memories. I have no doubt we'll understand Jack a lot more by the time they're finished."

Rapunzel nodded, and allowed Hiccup to pull her back over to the group just as the next memory started to play.

_It had been about five years since his encounter with the Sandman, and Jack had, once again, grown bored. He had recently taken to flying around the world bringing winter to the places that needed it while learning as many languages as he could. After all, if he was going to play with all of them, he could at least speak in the same language as them. How embarrassing would it be if someone from another country believed in him and they couldn't even talk because they didn't understand each other?_

_He had also began to understand the world a lot more in the past five years, like the different seasons, or that he didn't age because he wasn't human. Yet at the same time, it made no sense. If he didn't age, then could he die? Would he pass away in his sleep like some old people did? Something inside Jack told him no, he would stay like this for a long time. Which was kind of good, since he didn't really want to die. It had only been five years, after all, and he hadn't succeeded with getting someone to see him yet. Getting someone to believe in him was harder than Jack thought. Still, he wouldn't give up, not yet. He couldn't lose hope, although he really just wanted someone to believe in him as soon as possible, because he wasn't sure how much longer he could go being ignored._

_At that particular moment he was flying over the North Pole. He had mastered riding on the wind, but that was basic stuff. What he really wanted to do was learn a few tricks, now that he knew the wind wouldn't accidentally drop him, unless the breeze was extremely weak and he could barely lift his staff. And what better place to practice than the very place that had a soft blanket of snow on the ground should he fall? One could only be in the south for so long before they got bored of it and decided to choose the north for once._

_Jack whooped in delight as he finally managed to pull off certain trick that he had been practising for hours – flying as high as possible, letting the wind drop him and pulling up again at the last minute before he was about to hit the ground. While it seemed like a simple trick, it was extremely hard to do. The wind, despite not dropping him by accident any more, could not grab him as quickly as it could. He still had to ask it to do things out loud, and couldn't fully understand it yet. So he had to time his request so that the wind wouldn't pick him up too soon or too late so that he faceplanted into the snow. And he had finally managed to get it right._

Everyone shared a smile. Jack loved pulling off that little stunt of his whenever he was bored, and although they didn't know how he did it, it worked every time. Rapunzel and Hiccup's smiles, however, fell when they realised it was so perfect because it had been practised so often. All because Jack had nothing else to do with his free time.

_Almost cheering at his success, Jack allowed the wind to carry him wherever it pleased, deciding to give himself a little break to think up more tricks he could learn when he mastered this one. At least, that was the plan until he saw the silhouette of something looming in the distance._

_Jack stopped in mid-air, curiosity dancing in his eyes. "A building? All the way out here?" He said, speaking out loud once again. Then his eyes lit up with realisation and excitement. "It must be Santa's workshop! Nothing else could be all the way out here!" Jack flew towards the building once again, child-like joy coursing through his veins, before he came to a stop near a downstairs window. Knowing the doors would most likely be locked, Jack simply climbed through the window, and froze when he got inside._

_It was wonderful. There were toys everywhere. Most of them he didn't recognise but he knew what a few of them were, the majority of them being soft toys and ice skates. Either way, the sight was something he would never regret seeing. In fact, his only regret was not coming here sooner._

_Jack's lips twitched as a smile began to form on his face, and he began to walk forward, as if in some kind of trance. A trance he was quickly pulled out of when a hand grabbed his cloak. For a moment, Jack panicked and had to remind himself that there were no wolves here. When managed to get a glimpse of the thing, however, he relaxed._

_Although to most people, the creature would look intimidating, it did not bother him in the slightest. In fact, it only calmed him down. The thing that had grabbed him had... fur on him for some reason, and it was slightly taller than Jack. If anything, this only seemed to increase the wonder in the boy's eyes. **And he can see me!**_

"_Oh, hi there!" He said, with a little too much enthusiasm in his voice. "I hope you don't mind, but I was just admiring your workshop. I'm Jack Frost, by the way."_

_The creature grunted something in another language that Jack did not understand. It certainly wasn't one he had heard before, but it was one he was determined to learn. It would only add to his challenge. "Okay, I can't understand you. So – hey!"_

_The thing had picked Jack up again and was walking firmly towards the door. The boy struggled for a moment before deciding that he would not be getting out of the iron grip any time soon and instead relaxed. Then the door opened, and Jack's eyes widened slightly. "Wait! Can't you at least tell me your name, first?"_

_The creature grunted again before literally throwing Jack out into the snow. The door had closed before the boy could even get up._

_Still, he didn't mind. Because, for some reason, Jack had managed to understand part of what the thing had last said. His name. Now he knew it's name, he could visit again. Maybe have a little game of hide and seek. After all, not knowing the name of your playmate was just plain rude._

_Smiling, Jack got up and brushed the snow off of his clothes before smiling at the closed door. "I'll see around then, Phil."_

_With that, he took off into the night._

Hiccup burst out laughing at North's face. "Y-you seriously didn't realise that Jack had been trying to bust into your workshop for 300 years? The yeti's know more about what goes on in your life than you do!"

Jack smirked slightly. He couldn't deny that it had been fun when he met Phil, and all of the times he tried to break into the workshop only to get thrown out by the yeti only increased his determination to get in. How North never managed to find out he would never know, because they sometimes made a huge racket when they were playing.

_Jack continued to practice some of his tricks with the wind until he eventually got bored and headed over to Burgess, where he settled down and closed his eyes, drifting off into a light sleep. Until a low growl woke him up and caused him to fly onto a tree branch. Looking around for the danger, he spotted one wolf backed up against a tree. It was injured, and appeared to be limping. But most of all, it was trapped. Other wolves were surrounding him, growling slightly and snapping their teeth, until one got too close and the injured wolf lashed out. The others pounced, and the night air was filled with howls and snarls of anger as the wild creatures fought. Jack only sat and observed, keeping a close eye on the injured one. It's tactics were interesting, and it seemed to be only looking for a way to escape. In that moment, Jack took pity on the poor creature, and decided to help it out. He did this by forming snowballs and covering them with ice, not so that it will seriously injure the other wolves, but so that it will chase them off. Then he started to throw them, and was relieved when he saw them backing off. Soon the only wolf left was the injured one, who had taken to sitting and watching the young spirit with curious eyes. Jack gulped nervously but flew down gently off of the branch, then cautiously held his hand out. The wolf didn't make a move to attack, but instead seemed to want to sniff his hand. Jack decided that he might be able to trust this wolf. "Come here, boy. Come here."_

_At the sound of his voice, the wolf's ears pricked up and he practically threw himself at Jack, which nearly gave the boy a panic attack. At least, until the licks started to cover his face. Jack laughed loudly as he gently tried to push the creature off of him. The wolf eventually obeyed and sat down next to him, his tail thumping against the ground and allowing Jack to examine his leg. Eventually the winter spirit put a little bit of ice on it to help it heal, then gently stroked the wolf's head. "You're not as bad as people think you are." He muttered, half to himself. Then he smiled and began to scratch the wolf behind his ear. "You're a big softie, actually. But you're also a good boy." Jack gently pulled the wolf into a hug, and gently formed a small ring of ice around it's neck, loose enough so that it was comfortable and unconsciously creating a collar. "And you're my good boy, Blizzard."_

Jack smiled fondly. He remembered Blizzard. Of course he did, the wolf had been his favourite out of the whole pack, and his very first pet. Blizzard's death was awful, and, he wouldn't lie, almost left him heartbroken, but he moved on with the knowledge that he would no longer be in pain. But now Jack also recognised those eyes, and realised why Blizzard had barked excitedly at the sound of his voice. Blizzard was the little wolf pup he had saved on Thanksgiving when he was human. His kindness had not gone forgotten, and as the wolf grew, he still remembered the voice of the one who saved him that night. His spirit appearance had thrown Blizzard off slightly, but the familiar voice had clicked and confirmed that Jack Frost was Jackson Overland. And Jack would never, ever forget that little wolf.

Rapunzel let out a small 'aww' at the sight of Jack interacting with another animal. "I didn't know you used to have a pet, Jack."

Jack smiled, then turned to Bunny as the rabbit began to say something. "Hey... isn't that the wolf you saved?" Jack nodded. "Yep. I didn't know at the time why the wolf had taken such a liking to me, but now I know. And I'm glad I saved him that night."

Hiccup also let a small smile rest on his face, knowing what having a pet was like. Pets could turn into friends, which was kind of like Hiccup and Toothless' relationship. But, of course, almost all pets die eventually, especially if the pet is mortal. And for an immortal spirit, that must be heartbreaking.

But also, Hiccup wondered why this wolf, Blizzard, was so important in Jack's life.

**Originally, the wolf pup was just there for the Thanksgiving chapter, but I've been having a few ideas for Jack meeting that wolf again, and while I was writing about the wolves, I just decided to do it anyway.**

**I know it's short and boring, but please leave a review. Please? And ideas are also welcome, since more ideas mean more chapters!**


	13. Chapter 13
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**Disclaimer: I don't own anything**

_Jack sighed as he landed in Burgess, starting a snowfall as soon as he could. Another year had passed, and he still had no believers. Everyone made it seem so easy. So why couldn't he do it? Was he not a spirit? Was he just doomed to live the rest of his life alone? If so, how long would his life last?_

_A small bark caught Jack's attention, and he smiled. He wouldn't be completely alone for a while, at least. The wind was a great friend, yeah, but you can only spend so long with someone you can't talk to before you start to feel lonely._

"_Blizzard!" Jack yelled, looking around at the forest for his beloved pet, until he spotted a furry head hiding in the bushes. "Come here, boy!"_

_The wolf trotted obediently to his master and sat down in front of him, tail thumping on the ground and eyes looking up expectantly. Jack laughed and pulled a piece of meat from his pocket. It had taken him forever to find – for some reason the family had thrown it out, and it had gotten a little bit of mud on it but a quick wash in a stream had fixed that._

"_Okay Blizzard, here you go." Jack set the piece of meat down and watched with amused eyes as the wolf pounced on it, almost tearing it to shreds. It was kind of strange, since wolves had attacked him and scared him into sleeping lightly, but now he had a pet one. And yet he knew that his pet would never hurt him on purpose. Even animals could love._

_Blizzard's ears suddenly pricked and he lifted his head, sniffing the air for a few moments. Jack watched with worried eyes, silently vowing to get his pet out of there if it was a hunter, until Blizzard turned and bared his sharp teeth, a low growl rumbling in his throat._

"_What is it, boy?" Jack whispered, almost bending down to stroke Blizzard's head, but didn't, knowing that it could be another wolf that wanted to attack. Blizzard growled louder just as the thing emerged from the trees._

_It appeared to be another spirit, if the dark grey eyes were anything to go by. His hair was, for some reason, blue, and hung limply past his ears, and the clothes he wore seemed to be hand-made. Blue leather boots covered his feet, and he looked soaked, like he had been out in the rain for too long._

_Two other spirits appeared behind him. One had messy black hair, brown eyes and a simple, black top and pants. The other striking yellow eyes and blond hair, which was spiked up. He wore the same clothes as the other one, except it was dyed brown, and they both wore black shoes._

"_Well well well, if it isn't the spirit of winter." The blue-haired one sneered, making Blizzard growl louder. "Allow me to introduce us. I'm Walter Drop, a rain spirit. And behind me are Terry Thunder," He gestured towards the black-haired spirit. "And Lewis Lightning." He pointed towards the blond then turned back. "They are storm spirits. And you must be Jack Frost, am I correct?"_

_Jack nodded warily. A part of him hoped that they were really nice, and would help him try and get some believers, but there was something about these three that scared him. And Blizzard didn't seem to trust them, whoever they were._

_Walter cleared his throat, then began walking towards Jack. "Look kid, you need to leave. You may be a winter spirit, but it doesn't mean you're needed. People get cold enough during Autumn, they don't need the snow and ice and cold killing them. Much less a spirit that causes all of that."_

_Jack looked confused for a moment, then sighed in annoyance. Why was everyone telling him that the cold killed people? He hadn't seen it happen! Besides, he felt restless if he didn't spread snow, and the wind would constantly tug at him, telling him to move on. "Sorry, but I'm afraid I can't stop spreading winter. I'm not even sure if it's possible, but I'm pretty sure it's the reason I was put here."_

_Walter looked surprised for a moment, then smirked and laughed. Blizzard barked fiercely, ignoring Jack's plea for him to be quiet. "You fool, Jack. It doesn't matter why you were put here, because you shouldn't be here. I don't care what it feels like if you don't spread snow, just find a way to make it stop!"_

_Jack sighed in annoyance and tried again. "Look, I-"_

_Jack yelped as he was cut off from his sentence by Walter, who had thrown him against a tree and was pinning him there. "Now you listen to me." He growled. "And you listen carefully, winter spirit. We are doing this to help the humans, not make their lives worse. No one likes winter any more. Winter kills. And you are the reason people lose their lives. So you had better find a way to make it stop, and I don't care how. I don't care if you have to kill yourself to do it, you useless spirit. You're a murderer, and you deserve it."_

_Without warning, Walter's knee connected with Jack's stomach. Jack gasped as the air was forced out of his lungs and desperately tried to get it back, until he was slammed into the tree again. Screaming, Jack lashed out with his staff in an attempt to get the other person off of him, but it didn't work. Walter only grabbed his staff and threw it, as if it was any old stick, before throwing Jack to the ground. Out of the corner of his eye, Jack could see Blizzard trying to fight off Thunder and Lightning, who were holding the wolf back from getting to his master._

_Walter kicked Jack's side hard, much harder than the Easter Bunny had done a few years ago. Jack screamed some more and tried to throw his own punch in, but the result was having his hand crushed by a boot. Walter then dropped to his knees and began to punch the winter spirit in the face. His attempts to kick the older spirit were met with harsher blows, and Jack wished that he knew how to fight properly, or that he had his staff. Everything would be so much easier, then._

_A grey blur suddenly darted past and knocked Walter to the ground. Groaning, Jack sat up to see Blizzard on top of the rain spirit, snarling fiercely as he bit down on the other's arm. Shakily, Jack stood up and called to his pet. "That's enough, Blizzard!"_

_Blizzard reluctantly got off of Walter, and darted to Jack's side, growling at all three of the other spirits when they threatened to take a step towards Jack. Thunder and Lightning helped Walter back onto his feet, and glared at the two._

"_One day, Jack Frost." Walter snapped, somehow ignoring the bleeding in his shoulder. "One day you won't have your precious pet around to protect you. And when that day comes, we'll be after you. What you received today was only a taste of what we will do to you if you continue to hurt others. We won't allow you to keep this up." With that, they began to walk away, complaining loudly about Blizzard._

"_Frost needs to keep that thing under control, it's wild!"_

"_Did you see how that thing bit me? It'll attack everything it sees and Frost won't stop it!"_

"_It doesn't matter, the hunters will kill that savage beast soon enough."_

_Jack breathed heavily, then crouched next to Blizzard, who whined and began licking his face in an attempt to comfort him. Or stop the pain. Whichever. "Thank you, Blizzard. You saved me." Jack whispered, gently stroking the wolf's head. "You're a good boy. You're my good boy, Blizzard."_

Merida looked furious, to put it nicely. And she wasn't the only one. Rapunzel and Hiccup also looked ready to strangle the three spirits. Bunny looked flat-out ready to maul them all to death, and Tooth cracked her knuckles threateningly. Jack gulped and shifted to Sandy's side, not wanting to be anywhere near the walking landmines he called his 'family' when they exploded.

"Oh, I am so going to kill them all!" Rapunzel yelled, surprising most of them by being the first to lose it. Merida followed not far behind. "Hiccup, pass me your notebook. I need it to make a note of all the spirits I have to kill when this is over, and how I'm going to kill them." She snapped, snatching Hiccup's notebook when he cautiously handed it over. Tooth yelled something about getting revenge on everyone who had ever hurt Jack, and Bunny just growled. Jack didn't get a chance to calm them down when they all turned back to the memory.

_Blizzard barked and wagged his tail excitedly, making Jack chuckle slightly, but he stopped when Blizzard's ears pricked up again. For a few seconds, all Jack could hear was silence, but then he could make out a sound. It sounded like a small child crying..._

_Without hesitation, Jack flew off to find the source of the sound, Blizzard following him silently. For a few moments, he found nothing, but then he froze at what he saw._

_A boy,, who looked about fifteen of sixteen, with brown hair and eyes was shivering harshly. His skin was deathly pale, and his lips were blue from the cold. **Cold that I brought.** Jack felt a pang of guilt in his chest at the realisation. Were those spirits right? Did some people die because of winter? Because of him?_

_The boy weakly tried to call for help, help that would probably never come, and Jack's chest ached even more when he realised who it was. It was Jake's younger brother, Steve. Like most of the people in the nearby village, the boy almost always had his older brother hovering over him, wanting to protect him. None of them wanted to lose their siblings, but it caused the younger brother or sister to feel trapped and sneak out of sight. Steve must have wandered into the woods when Jack arrived and gotten lost._

_Steve looked up at the sky in fright, his lower lip trembling. "I shouldn't have wandered out of sight." He whimpered. "It's my fault that I'm here. Now I'll never see Jake or Emma again." Steve curled up in a desperate attempt for warmth, even though he didn't seem to have any hope left. "Why didn't I just listen to Jake and follow the rules? I w-wouldn't be d-dying if I'd l-listened!"_

_Steve curled up even smaller, and his breaths became more and more shallow until eventually they stopped altogether. Jack's body shook uncontrollably, and his legs began moving on their own, until he was crouched down next to the boy's body._

"_I did this..." Jack muttered, tears pooling in his eyes again. "This is all my fault, I did this. I'm the reason Steve died. The other spirits were right." Jack's head dipped in defeat. "I'm a monster." He whispered, barely noticing that Blizzard had sat next to him and his arms were wrapped around the furry neck. Blizzard whined, not liking the fact that his master was upset, and licked his face to cheer him up, but Jack didn't notice. He only had one thought on his mind as he buried his face in his pet's fur._

_**I'm a murderer.**_

**Am I supposed to be able to hear the wind? Because I can right now.**

**WAIT! Before you go, please leave a review! I like reviews! And I'm also welcoming more ideas for this fanfic, because although I have one, I want to save it for at least another chapter. **


	14. Chapter 14

**Half term is finally here! Now I have more chances of updating quicker (I really hate it when I take forever to update...)**

**This chapter probably isn't going to be very long, since I have a brief idea of what I want in this chapter, and just seeing where it goes from there.**
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**Disclaimer: I don't own anything**

The guardians all exchanged a horrified look. It was awful for all of them to watch anyone die, and Jack always seemed to get more upset than any of them. What was it like when you had to watch someone die because of your own work, knowing that you couldn't help them?

The three other seasonal spirits, however, had a better idea of what it was like.

"Jack, you're not a murderer." Rapunzel said softly. "There is death in all of our seasons. Like," She had to stop and think for a moment. "Baby animals don't always make it. There sometimes isn't enough food. And, and in Autumn, Hiccup technically kills the plants."

It clearly didn't seem to help. Death in spring and autumn couldn't compare with death in winter.

Surprisingly it was Merida who provided some comfort.

"Summer isn't as great as people make it out to be." She said. "People get ill from the heat, and sometimes fires start, which kill thousands of people. Sometimes a drought starts, and people die of thirst. And then they can't grow food, which affects other people who might die of hunger." Merida winced slightly before saying the next part, remembering what happened earlier. _'One of those forms of cooling down is swimming, Frost! And swimming is fun!' _"And some people, mostly teenagers, get hot in the summer and go swimming in places they shouldn't, even when there is clearly a sign that says 'no swimming'. And then they drown. So really, summer kills just as much as winter does."

Jack smiled half-heartedly at her. "Thanks, Merida." He whispered, before his attention turned to a new memory.

_Jack groaned weakly as he lay down in the snow, closing his eyes. Maybe this wasn't such a good idea. He had been hoping that if he stayed in Antarctica, then no one would get hurt from his snow. At first, he had tried letting the snow fall in the frozen wasteland, only leaving to make sure Blizzard was okay, but the wind constantly tugged at him, telling him that if he could make it snow here, then he could go and spread winter. Eventually he had stopped using his powers altogether, hoping that the wind would leave him alone._

_It didn't work. Jack had been fine at first, wandering around in the snow and sometimes leaving to visit Blizzard, but he had quickly begun to feel strange. When he ignored it, the feeling had grown worse. After a week he was light-headed and dizzy, with a sickening feeling of nausea just to lighten the mood. Now his muscles ached for seemingly no reason, he had a headache, he was sweating and there was a growing heaviness in his chest, most likely his powers building up and pleading to be let out._

_Jack's groans suddenly turned into screams of agony that tore through his throat as his powers ripped out of him. Snowflakes fell not at all gently as the wind howled, sending them everywhere. Small, sharp pieces of ice also joined the violent dance in the air, and the temperature dropped dramatically. Before long there was a powerful blizzard surrounding the winter spirit, and anyone who was walking through it would surely get hurt, if not killed by the biting cold. To Jack, it was a relief, but at the same time it hurt so much. His body jerked and shivered as waves of pain hit him. One would be over, and just as he was beginning to think it was over at last, the next wave would hit._

_After what seemed like hours but was probably only a few minutes, Jack finally managed to shakily stand up, and looked around in horror at the blizzard surrounding him. Thank the moon that no humans lived in Antarctica. It would surely kill people, if not by the cold and ice, then by trapping them in their homes until they run out of food and either die of starvation or illness._

_So that meant bottling up his powers was a no, then. The only problem was, he didn't have any more ideas on how to stop spreading winter. Which meant he was stuck delivering snow. Stuck delivering cold that killed people who didn't deserve to die. And there was nothing he could do about it. Which only made it worse._

"_Wind." Jack coughed. He sounded awful. He definitely wouldn't be trying to contain his powers again. "Take me to Burgess please." The wind obeyed, gently picking him up and ruffling his hair before carrying him back to Burgess and dropping him next to the trunk of his favourite tree. Trying to ignore the tickle in his voice, Jack forced himself to lift his head._

"_Blizzard." Too quiet. How could he expect his pet to hear him like that? "Blizzard!"Slightly better. Not perfect, but it was the best he was going to get, since the next time he tried he broke into a violent coughing fit._

_A small whine reached Jack's ears, and there was suddenly a warm, furry body resting against his side, making Jack smile slightly and reach out a hand weakly, managing to rest it on his wolf's head. Blizzard whined again and gently licked his face, offering some comfort. Jack sighed, because he couldn't deny that it helped slightly. It made him feel better to know that someone wanted him around. Someone ached to help him when he was upset or hurt, someone would miss him if he suddenly disappeared. Someone cared. And at the moment, that was all Jack wanted._

_A small grumble suddenly caught both of their attention, and Jack chuckled nervously. Being hungry was always kind of annoying since it was so difficult to get his hands on food. He didn't really want to take it from others, since they needed it more than he did, and he couldn't bear to kill the animals for himself. It wasn't the eating animals part, it was the actually killing the animals part. So he was usually stuck waiting until there was enough food for there to be leftovers, and he would take them._

_Blizzard let out a worried bark, and Jack smiled, stroking his head. "I'm okay, boy. Just a little hungry. But I'll be fine. I'll find food eventually."_

_Blizzard didn't seem satisfied with this answer, and instead raced off back into the trees. Jack sighed and shifted slightly. How had he gotten so hungry so quickly? It usually took forever for him to get hungry enough to feel desperate for food, but now he was really uncomfortable._

_A bark caught his attention. Jack half-heartedly opened his eyes – when had he closed them? – to see Blizzard trotting up to him, holding something in his mouth. Dropping at his feet, Jack saw it was a little bit of cooked rabbit. That made him smile. The brave little wolf must have found it somewhere, or taken it from a human family. But at that moment, Jack really didn't care, all he wanted was to eat something. Which is why he ate the rabbit after muttering a quick 'thank you' to his pet._

_A sudden gunshot rang through the air, which brought Jack to his full senses and made him jolt to his feet. Blizzard stood in front of him and growled protectively, but stopped when Jack put a hand on his collar. Voices could be heard in the distance._

"_Where did that troublesome mutt go?"_

"_He couldn't have gone far. We'll be sure to find it. The messy creature probably spilt blood everywhere when it was eating that rabbit it stole. We'll shoot it when we find it."_

_Jack's eyes widened in fear as his grip on Blizzard's collar. He had to get him out of here. "Blizzard." He said urgently. "You have to run. Now. I'll find you later."_

_Blizzard gave him a worried look, but obeyed after quickly licking his master's hand. Then he darted off silently into the trees, leaving Jack to find those hunters. There was no way he would let his precious pet get hurt by these cruel men. Not on his watch._

_Jack darted through the trees, following the wind as much as he could. According to what he could understand, there was a huge group of men that had split into different parties to find a troublesome wolf that had been interfering with the villager's lives. The plan was to shoot it before it could start attacking people and bring the body back to the village so the people living there could see that it wouldn't be a threat any more._

_Well, they wouldn't succeed in their mission. Not if he had any say in it._

_Jack quickly found the first group searching near the pond, clutching bows in their hands. Jack smirked as a thought crept into his mind. He was going to chase these men away anyway, so why not have a little fun?_

_He quickly made it start snowing, making it fall heavier and heavier and asking the wind to make the snowflakes fall in a certain way. Frost crept over all of the trunks surrounding the pond, and snow piled up around their legs. The men looked around in confusion, panic beginning to etch into their faces, then turning into complete terror. The wind howled in delight, and Jack smirked. With so much snow falling, he was impressed. The wind had somehow managed to create an illusion of a wolf hidden in the trees, one that would tower over anyone with ease. The men cried out in alarm as the wind howled, making the illusion howl with it, and tried to run away, constantly tripping over both snow and their own feet. Jack just laughed as he watched them flee, before finally asking the snow to stop and letting the wind settle down._

"Ever the prankster, Jack." North chuckled, ruffling Jack's hair.

_Since he still had other groups to chase off, Jack left the pond to go and search for the others, following the wind's directions to chase off the leftover groups._

_There weren't as many as Jack thought. Counting the first group that he had freaked out, there were five groups that Jack needed to scare off. The second group had the wind howling in their ears, whispering warnings to leave the forest before they got hurt. The third group saw frost covering the trees, and watched as it spelt out the word 'leave'. The fourth group of men had gone home via an ice path, slipping and sliding back into the village in total panic. Jack had laughed so much at that._

_Jack was just searching for the final group when he heard shouts and warning barks. Wait, barks?_

_Without thinking, Jack bolted towards the sound, determined to save his precious little pet before it was too late. He would not let Blizzard get hurt because of him. He would chase of those men if it was the last thing he did. He would._

_Bursting out of the trees, Jack arrived by the lake. His wolf was backed up against a tree, snapping and growling at the men who had cornered him, his eyes glinting in fear. Someone smirked nastily and time seemed to slow down as he pulled out an arrow, fixing it to the bow and pulling the string back. Jack's heart stopped as the arrow was released. Time sped up, moving too fast for Jack to do anything._

"_BLIZZARD!"_

_At the sound of his voice, Blizzard had turned towards him just as the arrow struck, burying itself in the wolf's side. The men let out a cruel laugh, and rage began to fill Jack. He turned to them, his eyes blazing. The wind picked up, howling as it sensed Jack's anger. Snow began to fall harshly, surrounding the men like a tornado. Their laughter died away, but it only increased Jack's fury. Ice crept from his feet to the men, cutting off their path to the injured wolf in front of them and threatening to cover them. Even if they couldn't see him, his anger was clear in the weather. Eyes widening, they began to run away. But it was too late. The damage had been done, and his temper had been lost. Ice shards flew around the air, cutting and nicking their skin and drawing blood. The group ran faster towards the village, screaming that the forest was haunted. In a last act of fury, Jack slammed his staff on the ice, causing it to frost over and thicken._

_Then they were gone, and his rage died down. Eyes widening, Jack turned and bolted towards his pet, kneeling next to him and gently pulled the arrow out of his side. Blizzard whined in pain as blood began to leak out of his side, and Jack tried not to cry as he inspected the wound. The arrow had pierced a lung, which was slowly filling with blood. Jack cursed the humans and their lack of medicinal skills. Even though it wouldn't have done much good, since no one would be able to help him now. It was useless. No matter what he did, Jack realised with a sinking heart, Blizzard would die._

_Eyes watering, Jack gently frosted over the wound to slow the bleeding. Blizzard whined again and thumped his tail on the ground slightly, gently licking Jack's face affectionately, which brought a weak smile to his face as he gently stroked his pet's head, playing with his ear._

"_I'm sorry, Blizzard. This is my fault." Jack whispered. "If I hadn't complained that I was hungry, you wouldn't have gotten into trouble with the village."_

_Blizzard let out a weak bark, almost as if he was telling Jack that it wasn't his fault, that there was nothing he could have done, that he would have been caught and killed anyway._

"_I'm so sorry, Blizzard." He repeated. "I'm so, so sorry." Jack gently placed a kiss on the top of Blizzard's head, almost unable to look at the affection in his pet's eyes. "You're a good boy." He didn't deserve that affection. He was the reason Blizzard was dying. "You're my good boy, Blizzard."_

_If wolves could smile, Jack was sure his pet would be smiling then. Just as Jack heard the distant ringing of sleigh bells, his precious little wolf's eyes closed as he let out his final breath. Jack tried to keep the tears at bay, but could not stop a few stray drops from slipping past his defences and dropping onto his body. Pulling his pet against him and burying his face in his fur, Jack muttered one last thing to his dead pet._

"_Merry Christmas, Blizzard."_

**I'm sorry. You probably all hate me now. If you don't now, then you will when I tell you that I enjoyed writing Blizzard's death.**

**Wait! Before you kill me, at least leave a review! Or leave an idea. Or both. After all, reviews + ideas = quicker updates!**


	15. Chapter 15

**Hope you all have had a very merry Christmas! :D I know I did. Over 50 reviews, guys! Just, OMG! *dies from excitement***

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: If I owned anything, I wouldn't be writing a fanfic about it. I would be making a film of it**

The room had practically been thrown into chaos. Rapunzel had, at some point, started clinging to North – who stared into the distance and muttered something, probably in horror at the way Jack's precious pet had died on Christmas – and sobbing into his shoulder loudly, wishing that she had been around earlier to help Jack get through Blizzard's death. Bunny's ears had flattened against his head and making some kind of animalistic noise, remembering hearing about a troublesome wolf messing with the village, a wolf he, himself, had wanted dead for threatening the children. Sandy appeared to be helping Tooth fight the instinct to rush over to Jack and nearly kill him with a hug. Merida was completely unresponsive, muttering to herself and remembering how often her own bows had killed a wild creature. Hiccup was just standing there, looking between the faded memory and his friends, trying to imagine what it was like to have to sit next to your pet and watch them die, unable to help. Jack, well, Jack was looking at the others with a hilarious expression on his face, reminding himself to avoid the topic of his memories at all costs after this was over.

"Don't zone out on me, Hiccup." Jack said randomly, stopping Hiccup's train of thought and making the young boy look at the winter spirit with a questioning look. "I don't think I can handle their reactions alone."

Casting another glance at the others, Hiccup nodded, agreeing with Jack completely. They were, in a way, making a big deal out of this for nothing. Any idiot could see that Jack wanted to get out of his memories as fast as possible. Reacting like this was only making them last longer, as well as making Jack extremely uncomfortable. And after all, it's was Jack's pet, Jack's memories, and he wasn't crying or staring into the distance!

Manny must have finally had enough, because he shut them all up by throwing them all into another memory. Jack and Hiccup sighed in relief, having being saved from oncoming headaches.

_Jack lay on a tree branch and stared up at the sky blankly, one arm clutching his staff and swinging slightly in the breeze and the other draped across his stomach carelessly. His eyes were wide and unseeing as he wandered aimlessly through his own thoughts. A part of his brain told him he was forgetting something, but what?_

_A snap caught his attention and Jack leapt to his feet, staff held threateningly and his back up against a tree so that no one could get behind him. When the figures came out of the bushes, his eyes narrowed._

_Walter, Thunder and Lightning. He hadn't seen them for years. How many years was beyond him. Jack had stopped counting how many years had passed a long time ago, but he knew he must be around fifty years of age. But he hadn't changed. Not physically, at least. In fact, none of the spirits he had met had really changed, and Jack was slowly coming to terms with the idea that he might never die._

"_We told you we would be back, Frost." Thunder sneered. Strange, the two used to be super quiet. Unless they had wanted Walter to do all the talking last time. "And now we are. Where's that troublesome fleabag of yours? Got shot by the villagers, did it? Good thing too, little rat deserved it."_

_Jack's grip on his staff tightened at the mention of Blizzard, and he gritted his teeth. Couldn't they see that he was in no mood to deal with them? Blizzard's death had hit him hard – he had died on Christmas, for crying out loud! – and taunting him about his pet would only make it worse._

"_Of course it's dead, Thunder." Lightning snorted. "Violent little beast kept frightening the mortals. They wouldn't have put up with it stealing their food for very long." His eyes flicked to Jack. "After all, it was just like it's owner, troublesome, unwanted and good for nothing. Little devil from hell, it was."_

_**Shut up, shut up, shut up! **Jack screamed in his head, but he couldn't get the words out. His voice refused to work, his throat constricted from tears that wanted to fall. But showing any sign of weakness would only end badly for him. So he stood his ground, instead._

"_Why are you here?" Jack snapped, eyes burning slightly. "Blizzard's dead, you got your wish. What more could you possibly want from me?"_

"_We told you last time we were here." Walter replied. "We want you to stop spreading winter. Winter does kill, after all. And no one wants to die. And we made a promise to come after you when your precious pet died."_

_A low growl rumbled in Jack's throat, anger beginning to spark in his eyes. A warning. Telling them to back off and leave him be. But the others didn't listen_

Bunny's eyes widened at the sound, surprised at the sudden animal side, but then he cursed the other three. Those stupid spirits. Didn't they know better than to attack a grumpy or grieving animal?

"_Now we're here to deal with you. Teach you a lesson about hurting others." Walter finished, and took a threatening step towards him. Lightning and Thunder followed closely behind, trapping Jack against the tree. Cornering him, doing the exact thing you shouldn't do to an animal. Jack's heart thumped wildly, his hands trembled. Frost started spreading uncontrollably underneath his feet. But none of the other spirits took notice of these things._

_**Think Jack, think. **Jack's eyes widened as the attackers continued to advance towards him. **What would Blizzard do? What would an animal do to get out of this safely? **The answer came quickly to his mind, but he didn't have time to question it. It was the only way out._

_Which is why, when Walter lung for him, Jack snapped._

_He swung his staff randomly, pushing the other's arm away from him. Lightning came next, trying to attack him from the side and wrapped an arm around his mouth. Jack's reaction was almost like an instinct. He bit down on the arm as hard as he could, and was rewarded with a yell of pain as he was dropped._

_Jack barely had time to react as a foot came slamming down on him, and he only just managed to roll out of the way. A sharp pain nicked his side and he hissed, quickly registering it to be the pain of scalding water. Which meant..._

_Jack turned around and fired a blast of ice at Walter, surprising the other spirit just long enough for Jack to ram himself into him. For once, he seemed to have a bit of luck. Thunder was right behind Walter, and the momentum sent them both flying backwards onto the lake. Jack stepped forward onto the ice, ready to defend himself once they got back up._

_But he hadn't considered how much force he had used when he sent the two spirits flying. When they had hit the lake, the ice had cracked slightly, and Jack froze in fear at the noise. They barely had time to look up when the ice gave way, sending them both plunging into the freezing water. Now Jack remembered what it was he had forgotten – he had forgotten to make the ice thicker._

_A cry of alarm came from behind him, and a blurred figure darted past him pushing him out of the way, and skidded to a stop in front of the hole, dropping to his knees to peer through the hole hopefully. _

"_T-thunder?" Lightning stuttered. "Come on, Thunder. You can swim, can't you? You're not going to let something as stupid as this take you down, right?"_

_Silence._

"_You're stronger than this!" Lightning yelled. Guilt pooled in Jack's stomach, spreading up to his chest and into his arms until his entire body felt numb. He crept closer to the hole, only to be shoved roughly away again by Lightning, who was still shouting at the water. "You have to get out! You have to! Are you gonna let some scrawny winter spirit take you out like this?"_

_Silence._

_The other spirit was practically sobbing, pounding on the ice with his fists. "GET UP HERE, DAMMIT!"_

Tooth winced and her fingers twitched slightly at the minor curse. Hiccup just rolled his eyes.

_Jack had never felt more awful in his life. Lightning obviously cared about Thunder – of course he did, they were spiritual brothers! – and it hurt to lose someone you cared about. He knew from experience. It hurt even more because he knew it was his fault. Those two spirits had died at his own hands. Not by a blizzard that he was forced to create, but by his own carelessness. He wanted so badly to dive into the ice and save them, to show Lightning that he wasn't cold, cruel and heartless, to prove that he never wanted anyone to get hurt. But he couldn't. There was nothing he could do._

_Lightning suddenly turned to him. In the time he could blink, Jack had been rammed up against a tree, his eyes wide and panicked as they stared into another pair of eyes. Ones that were filled with tears._

"_You damn murderer!" He screamed, rage dancing with the pain in his eyes. "You did this! You're the reason my brother is dead! He was right, you're no use to this world. Your evil. And you deserve to die, just like your precious little pet."_

_Jack's eyes widened even more, fear joining the guilt in his body. "Please, I didn't mean to, I swear! The – the ice was just really thin and-"_

"_And who put the ice there?" Lightning snarled, slamming Jack's head into the tree. "You did! I'LL KILL YOU!"_

_Jack felt himself being flung harshly against the ground, and a heavy hand slammed down on his hand. Jack screamed loudly as he felt the bones snap, and the older spirit fell on him, delivering blow after blow until every nerve screeched with pain. Part of him wanted to fall unconscious, only to numb the pain so he wouldn't feel anything. But that relief never came. All that happened were even harder hits that littered even more bruises onto his body, and harsh words digging deeply through his ears and into his brain._

"_You're cold. You're heartless. You're evil. Why are you even here? Shouldn't you have hidden yourself in Antarctica and disappeared off of the face of the earth, like you should?" Lightning sneered, kicking Jack in the face, barely noticing the blood that was starting to pool around him. "Why don't you just lock yourself in a cave for the rest of eternity? No one would miss you if you did. Not the moon. Not the spirits. And most certainly not the mortals. Don't you see? All you do is kill people. And you don't even care."_

_**You're wrong, you're wrong. **Jack mentally sobbed. **I do care. I feel horrible every time I have to give out a blizzard. I know I kill people, I know I do. If I could find a way to stop it then I could. But I can't. I want to protect the humans, but there's nothing I can do.**_

_These were all things he wanted to say but couldn't. That didn't mean that he didn't say anything though. He screamed and yelled, trying feebly to bat away the hands and feet that hurt him, hoping that someone, anyone, would come along and save him. He begged and pleaded, trying to explain himself, trying to point out that there was nothing he could do, that if he could save others, he would. But his words fell upon deaf ears as he continued to be beaten by the older spirit._

"_What is wrong with you?" Lightning yelled, stomping on Jack's chest. Said winter spirit cried out in pain as he heard a crack. "Why won't you leave the mortals alone? Why do you insist on spreading cold and fear wherever you go? Is it for your own sick entertainment? Is that it?!"_

_Jack shook his head, trying to contain the sobs that threatened to tear through his body and expose weakness. "You don't understand! I have to spread winter, I have to! I don't want to, but I have to! If I contain my powers, then I get sick, and they end up escaping anyway!"_

"_THEN JUST DIE!" Lightning screamed._

Jack took one look at Merida and paled slightly upon seeing her scribbling furiously in Hiccup's notebook, muttering to herself. He leaned in to hear what she was saying, and immediately regretted it.

"Shoot him through the liver with a fire arrow in a desert... strap a poisonous gas mask to his head... wait until he nearly burns to death... throw him in a lake or pond... pull him out... watch him get electrocuted..."

Jack gulped and edged closer to Hiccup, reminding himself to not get in Merida's Torture books.

_Jack noticeably stiffened, his eyes widening at the suggestion. He didn't notice the lightning bolt until it had embedded itself into his stomach. A scream tore through his already-raw throat, and a realisation crossed his mind. **This isn't going to end. He's going to kill me.**_

_Panic shot through his body – enough panic to give him the strength to push off the older spirit and scramble towards his staff, which he had dropped at some point during the fight. "Wind! Take me to Antarctica, now!"_

_The wind obeyed, like it always did, picking Jack up and surrounding him with a protective embrace. As he was carried away, Jack only just managed to catch what Lightning muttered._

"_No good murderer... he's not even worth my time. But I won't feel sorry for him when he finally dies. Killing my brother like that..."_

_Some part of Jack's mind realised that Lightning never mentioned Walter, only his brother. Clearly the two were, uh, had not, been on good terms when the rain spirit was alive._

_But Jack didn't register anything from this part of his mind. He was clinging desperately onto the edge of consciousness, and he was slipping. Plus, there was an annoying coppery taste in his mouth. Groaning, Jack and coughed into his hand. When he pulled away, small patches of blood littered his palm. **I'm not sure if that's a good thing, or a bad thing.**_

_He didn't have time to think of anything else. His grip on the cliff of consciousness had been lost, and he passed out, leaving the wind to carry the injured winter spirit to Antarctica._

"You coughed up BLOOD?!" Rapunzel screamed, practically throwing herself on Jack. His attempts to push her off did not work, and he barely managed to keep her hair away from him, since she was so determined to heal non-existent wounds. "What had he done to you to make you cough up blood? Was it when he kicked your ribs? Do you have any old injuries or scars that didn't heal?"

Hiccup finally managed to pull the girl off, trying to calm her down while North pulled Jack up, giving the younger guardian a worried look.

"Punzie, I'm fine, honest." Jack said, also attempting to stop her from freaking out. "It was nothing, really. Lightning had just accidentally split my gum, and-"

"He did WHAT?!" It was Tooth who screamed this time, and almost threw Jack to the ground again while prying open his mouth. "Why didn't you tell me? Did it scar over? Oh moon, it didn't affect your perfect teeth, did it?"

Bunny sighed in despair and pulled Tooth off of Jack. "Calm down, alright? Frostbite's fine, see?" Jack shot him a grateful glance before turning – only to find Sandy in front of his face.

"Uh, hey Sandy." Jack chuckled nervously. "What's up?" Sandy made a few symbols above his head, at a speed so fast Jack was surprised he understood it at all. 'Why didn't you mention this to us?'

North put a hand on his shoulder. "Sandy is right, Jack. Why did you not tell us about this? We could have spoken to Lightning for you."

For a moment, a look of fear flashed in his eyes, but as soon as it came, it was gone. "Well, uh, I couldn't get hold of any of you at the time, and when I became a guardian, there wasn't any point in telling you because the incident had long since passed, and I'm not exactly one to hold grudges."

North sighed, unable to argue with what Jack had said. He was right, there wasn't really any point in telling them after it had happened centuries ago. And the boy couldn't hold a grudge against someone and hate them forever even if he tried. He wouldn't forget what happened, and his trust was hard to build, but he always forgave people for something. Even if it was only one thing. In fact, the only incident that they knew of that Jack hadn't forgiven at all was when Pitch killed Sandy. Which was becoming more understandable by the second.

But as they all eventually calmed down and turned away from each other, they all had the same question in their minds.

Who else had hurt Jack during his three hundred years alone?

**This turned out to be longer than I expected. Still, why would I complain about that?**

**By the way, however many years have past is probably going to be a very vague thing. My history knowledge = next to none. So... yeah.**

**Leave a review! Please? Reviews mean faster chapters! Oh, and ideas, too! Ideas are wanted! After all, you can't have a chapter without an idea, right?**


	16. Chapter 16

**And I am back with another chapter!**

**WARNING: Slight spoilers for Frankenstein inside! Although I know most people probably know what happens/doesn't really care about what happens, there still might be someone who doesn't want what happens in the book to be spoilt for them.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: Do you really think that me owning any of these films would be a good idea? I'm not exactly nice to characters...**

_Jack kicked at the floor half-heartedly while keeping his eyes fixed on the ground. He wasn't exactly in the best of moods. Despite having being around for over a little over a hundred years or so, he still had questions. And the moon had ignored him. Again. The silence was beginning to grate against his ears, and he couldn't stand it. It wasn't fair._

_Jack sighed and flew up to a roof to sit on it, staring blankly at his staff. He didn't know what to do any more. After all this time, he still didn't know what he was here for, no one had ever seen him, and nothing in his life was looking up. He had already tried to break into the workshop today, and had been thrown out again by Phil. Although he had learnt some interesting information there. Apparently Santa's real name was North. Which sounded cooler than just Santa. And it also meant that he knew something that the kids didn't know, which was double cool._

_But that didn't lighten his mood. He had been forced to make a blizzard in Russia earlier, and although he wasn't happy about it, he had no choice. Of course he had done all he could to save as many lives as possible, but there were still people who had died from the cold. His cold._

_It wasn't fair. Why him? Why did he have to be the one who was cursed with the job as the spirit of winter? He was already completely alone, without contact with others, wasn't that enough? Apparently not. Curse the moon for taking him out of that lake. He was starting to think he would have been better off floating in the water for all eternity, cold, scared and nameless. At least he wouldn't be the reason people lost their lives._

_In frustration, Jack got off the roof and randomly kicked a nearby fence, and immediately regretted the action. Groaning in annoyance, Jack sat down on the ground and began to rub his foot, which was slightly red from kicking the wood so hard, before piling snow on top of it._

"Not one of your smarter ideas, Jack." Hiccup snickered.

_It was then that Jack noticed the pieces of paper on the ground. Being his typical, curious self, he couldn't help but pick them up to see what they were. Upon closer inspection, he discovered that they were not just pieces of paper, but in fact a book, which was extremely confusing. What was a book, of all things, doing out in the snow?_

_Jack gently brushed the snow off of the front cover and, somehow, found his eyes were able to understand the words written there. 'Frankenstein'_

Tooth raised an eyebrow. "Frankenstein? Wasn't that the book that people thought was written by Percy Shelley?"

Jack nodded. "Yep. The book is actually really good. Although why people think that the name of the monster is Frankenstein I don't know. They're probably just too lazy to read the book, which is becoming way too common."

_This only confused him further. Not a lot of people could read, and lessons to learn were expensive. It was mainly boys from rich families that learnt, and as far as he knew, he had never taken any lessons. How could he, when he was invisible? Maybe it was a natural gift? Yes, that had to be it._

"Do you mind telling us exactly what you were doing with that thing?" Bunny asked sarcastically. Jack only glared at him. "Hey! I'll have you know that Frankenstein is a really good book, thank you very much. And you would know that if you could be bothered to take the time out of your life to give it a try."

_A part of Jack wanted him to find the book's original owner, but a bigger part of him screamed to open the book and read it, to find out what it was about. And, of course, he listened to this part. Which is why he opened the page and began to read._

"Bookworm much?" Merida snorted, and was rewarded by a slap from both Rapunzel and Hiccup.

_It didn't take long for him to get hooked onto the book. Like most good books, the beginning made him want to read more, to find out what had happened, and why Frankenstein was even chasing after a man in the first place. And then came along the scientific things, like bringing the body together, and Frankenstein's plan to bring the creature to life. How it all went horribly wrong, and how the Monster was abandoned. How he followed Frankenstein into the mountains, and explained what had happened to him in his life so far. How he had ordered his creator to make him a female companion, so that they could disappear forever. How Frankenstein destroyed his second creation, thus leading to the deaths of Clerval and Elizabeth. How Frankenstein started to seek his revenge and chases the Monster to the North Pole. And finally, how Frankenstein died on the ship, and the Monster disappears with a vow to kill himself, and is never seen again._

"Ah Jack, of course you would get into reading again by a book like Frankenstein." North chuckled. He too was rewarded with a slap from Rapunzel and Hiccup, with a bonus 'hey' from Jack.

"Hold on a minute, mate! Are you telling me that this is the reason we sometimes have to drag you out of North's library when you're late for a meeting?"

Jack gave Bunny an are-you-serious look. "No, I go into North's library because I'm looking for some potions that will blow up the whole workshop." He said, his voice drenched in sarcasm. "Of course reading is the reason! What else would I go in there for, food? And it's not just North's library. Sometimes I'm in a public library somewhere around the world and accidentally forget about the meeting. Which is the reason I'm sometimes late."

Sandy and Tooth only shared a look. They both knew exactly what they were getting Jack for Christmas that year.

_Finally, after hours had passed, Jack set the book down. Despite the snow that had covered it, the pages inside were not damaged. Whoever lost the book should be upset that they couldn't find it. It was amazing. The author certainly had a lot of talent._

_Jack turned the book over and over in his hands, his staff lying next to him, speaking to himself again. "How am I supposed to find the owner of this book? It's not like I can ask them if they've lost it, and they might not realise that the book is missing. But I can't just leave it here, it'll get ruined."_

"You're seriously that concerned over the book?" Hiccup commented. It was fortunate for Jack that no one noticed his face turn red.

_Jack thought for a few moments then sighed. "Looks like I'll just have to wander around and see what I can find out."_

_Stroking the cover of the book, Jack leapt to his feet, after picking up his staff, and set off through the village, which had grown larger over the years, he had noticed. But no matter how many windows he looked through, or how many conversations he overheard, there was nothing that had anything to do with a missing book._

_After a few minutes, Jack sighed in irritation and trudged through the snow, giving it an occasional kick. The situation was becoming more difficult than it should be. How could it possibly be so hard to figure out who owned the book? Surely someone would be talking about it!_

_Jack was just about to give up when he heard two people talking. And it was finally about what he needed to hear._

"_The Bennett family have had some really unfortunate luck lately. Everything keeps going missing. Like that book they had recently bought."_

_At last! The information he needed! Thank the moon for the Burgess family. Now he could go to the Bennett's and return the book._

"_Yes, they have had it rough recently, haven't they? Why, just last week that boy of theirs, Jacob, got lost in a blizzard. It's a miracle that they found him in time. But he was out too long and now he's sick from the cold. It's a pity really. All he needs is to warm up, but that's going to be difficult. It's not likely that he will survive. And he was going to ask that girl that lives by the lake to marry him. What was her name? Mary, I think it was. And he was going to give that book to her, since she loves to read. It had taken him months to get enough money."_

"Oh, that poor boy." Tooth sighed.

"_Mary? Oh, yes, that girl. I remember her. How does she know how to read anyway? Her family don't have the money to send her to school."_

"_Well, she's a descendent from the Overland family, remember? Almost all of their children know how to read, their parents taught them. Although I don't quite know how the Overland family knew how to read in the first place. They were always very poor."_

"Isn't it rude to listen to other people's conversations?" Bunny asked, earning a small snort from Hiccup.

_Overland family, Overland family, where had he heard that name before? Oh yes, it was a little over a hundred years ago. The family who's son drowned in his lake before he was born. If he could remember correctly, the boy's younger sister knew how to read because her brother taught her. What a shame he couldn't remember her name. Oh well. All he could really do now was return the book to the Bennett's and hope that the boy got better._

_Which is exactly what he did. It didn't take Jack very long to find the correct house. There was a light in one of the rooms, obviously where the family had decided to put Jacob. The boy, who looked about eighteen or so, was lying in a bed covered in furs, with a fire going nearby to try and warm him up. There was a woman sat next to him on a wooden chair, who was obviously his mother, with a worried look on her face, occasionally gently touching his cheek with the back of her hand. Everything remained like this for a few moments, until a younger female came into the room._

"_Mother." She said quietly. "You need to come and eat. It's my turn to watch over him anyway."_

_The mother looked up and nodded, reluctantly rising to her feet and following her daughter to another room, telling the girl to inform her at once if there was any change in him._

_Jack took this chance to carefully open the window and slip into the room, asking the wind to stay outside. With the winter spirit in the room, the temperature dropped, and the boy shivered._

"_Sorry, Jacob, but I'll be going in a minute. You'll just have to put up with a little more cold for a moment." Jack said, then looked around. He spotted a wooden table in the room, and gently placed the book on there, gently stroking the cover one more time before swiftly leaving the room and closing the window, watching as Jacob's shivering stopped._

"Always one to care about other people's health, Jack." North chuckled.

"Yeah, but he doesn't seem to give a damn about his own." Bunny muttered. Rapunzel snickered slightly, while Tooth slapped his arm.

_The daughter came back into the room, and almost immediately noticed the book on the table. Picking it up, she examined it for a moment before smiling and turning her head. "Mother! That book Jacob bought for Mary! It's back!"_

_There was some kind of reply from the other room that Jack couldn't hear, and the girl took her place next to Jacob, keeping an eye on him to see if he got any better. Satisfied, Jack took off and left the area._

_For a long time, Jack never found out what happened to Jacob, but a few years later, Jack was happy to find out that Jacob had gotten better, one of the rare times someone had survived an illness. He had given Mary the book Frankenstein on her birthday, and asked her to marry him a few days later, to which she accepted. After the wedding (which had been small, as expected) the two had to get a house together, and soon Mary became pregnant with her first child._

_It was strange, when Jack thought about it. He could have never known about all of this, but he did, all because he found out how to read._

"Wait a minute. If Mary was your sister's descendent, and the Bennett boy wanted to marry her..." Rapunzel trailed off, shooting Jack a questioning look. He just grinned at her, silently telling her to continue.

"Oh my moon!" Tooth beat Rapunzel to the rest of it. "Your Jamie and Sophie's ancestor?"

Bunny looked horrified at the thought of Sophie being related to Jack, which only made said winter spirit burst out laughing at the rabbit's face. Hiccup and Merida snickered, while Tooth and Sandy exchanged a look before they both looked at Jack. "Does Jamie know?"

Jack only nodded. "Yeah. We found out when we were looking at Jamie's old family album – and when I say old, I mean _really _old – and I recognised one of the girls in there as Pippa. So I told Jamie about it, and he told me about what he knew about Pippa. That's when I remembered Jacob and Mary. So we kind of figured it out together, and Jamie eventually told Sophie. So yeah, they both know."

"Are there any other secrets that you have that we don't know about?" Bunny asked sarcastically. Jack only smirked at him, although Sandy swore he could see a flash of fear in the boy's eyes for a moment.

"You'll just have to wait and see."

**And there you go, people! The next chapter for this... thing I have started writing. What am I doing with my life?**

**Yep, I believe that Jamie is Pippa's descendent, and therefore related to Jack. Because... why not, I guess?**

**Leave a review please! Reviews are loved! And if you have an idea for what also could have happened to Jack, then please let me know! I will be doing the Blizzard of '68, as well as some rewrites of the film, (Pitch's lair, Antarctica, Easter, ect) just so you know. But other than that, I don't really have too many ideas except for the ones that are going to be written some time during the 21st century. So not until MUCH later on. **


	17. Chapter 17

**Uh... I'm back? Wait! NO! Put the weapons down! I just didn't have any ideas for the next chapter because I don't know anything about the 1800 and I didn't want this century to have only two memories! **

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**So now that this chapter is up, will you spare my life? *weapons magically appear* Eep! *runs* CAN SOMEONE SAY THE DISCLAIMER FOR ME?!**

**Merida: Seriously?**

**Hiccup: She doesn't own anything. And she never will**

As their surroundings swirled Jack's eyes widened in panic as the scene began to form. "No! Please, please no! Manny, please don't show them this!"

To everyone's surprise, Manny responded. _I'm sorry, Jack, but they must see the important events in your life._

"NO!" Jack cried again. "Please Manny, I'm begging you. They can't know. None of them can know."

Tooth and Sandy shared a look of confusion at how distressed Jack seemed, but North noticed Bunny's ears flatten against his head. "Bunny, what happened?"

_Sometimes Jack would have an 'off' day. It was a day where he felt downright miserable and nothing but dark thoughts clouded his mind. Usually they lasted for a day, but other times they could last for weeks. And there was nothing Jack could do about it other than grit his teeth and go through it. Alone._

_Today was one of those days. It seemed like every time he had an off day, everything that could possibly annoy him or make him upset managed to cram itself in that one day. When he woke up, the way his bones felt heavy and the strange swirling feeling in his stomach told him it wouldn't be a good day._

"Bunny, just tell us what happened."

_That was Jack's first warning, and he knew he should have gone to Antarctica for the day to avoid everything. But, as usual, he hadn't. Already he had watched some poor little boy drown and had a small scrap with Lightning. He should really go to Antarctica and take a nap, but instead he pushed on._

_Unfortunately, Jack couldn't control his emotions very well and his powers were linked to his emotions. And he couldn't control those very well, either. So walking around with negativity clouding everything wasn't exactly the best of ideas._

_Jack half-heartedly walked around his lake, occasionally kicking a clump of dirt. He knew that he shouldn't stay there very long since the heat made him feel sick, but Jack honestly didn't care. At that moment, he couldn't have cared less if he started vomiting and overheating._

Despite Jack's frantic shake of his head, Bunny sighed in defeat and turned away from them. "The Blizzard of '68."

_He did deserve it, after all._

"Why are you so worried about it, Jack? Don't you want Bunny to find out what really happened?" Hiccup asked. Jack frantically shook his head. "No! Not if it means you're all going to get angry at him."

For some reason, Merida didn't like the sound of that.

_Jack looked up at the moon, his eyes dull. For a moment he just stood there in silence. Then..._

"_Why?"_

_Jack clenched his hand as he glared up at the white orb that had given him this life. This life of pain, misery and loneliness, each day leaving him with unanswered questions and nothing other than his name and staff. "Why are you doing this to me? What did I do to deserve this?"_

_His voice rose. "Do you have any idea how lonely it is? For no one to see you, and when someone does look at you their eyes are filled with hate? No, you don't. Because you have power, and all the other spirits think you're great. Well, let me tell you something."_

_He was shouting now, yelling at the top of his lungs. It didn't matter. No one could hear him. "You're not! You dumped me here and expected me to know everything. You abandoned me when you pulled me out of the ice. You never spoke to me again after you told me my name. And you won't even answer my questions. Instead, you just leave me here, and watch as other spirits look at me with hate and disgust."_

_Jack slammed his foot against the ground. "Well? Don't you have anything to say?!"_

_No reply. The moon remained as silent as ever. Jack sighed and slumped against the tree in defeat, energy suddenly gone. When he spoke again, his voice was quiet, barely above a whisper. It didn't matter. No one could hear him. "Why do I even bother?"_

_Jack gently placed his staff to the side and drew his knees up to his chest, arms wrapping around them. Tired blue eyes stared up at the beautiful stars, as memories flashed in front of him. His first meeting with North, the first time he was walked through, the people who had died in his blizzards, when he met the Easter Bunny, Blizzard's death, and most importantly, when Lightning attacked him. One little sentence wouldn't get out of his mind._

_**Then just die!**_

_Would it really be that bad to die? Would it really be so terrible to do the world a favour and just leave them alone forever? Was death really the answer? Jack didn't know what to think, he didn't want to continue with this life any more, didn't want to have to struggle through another day filled with bitter loneliness and deafening silence, and yet he hadn't even been alive for very long. Well, not as long as spirits were concerned. Surely there was more to life than this? Surely one day, if he held on long enough, all of his dreams would come true?_

_Jack found himself beginning to doubt that reason more and more every day. _

_Jack was so confused. He buried his face in his arms, taking deep breaths to try and calm himself, to try and push back the tears that had suddenly appeared and wanted to fall. He didn't want to cry. Or did he? Jack didn't know. He didn't know what he wanted any more. Everything was so confusing, and he hurt too much to try and make sense of anything. He was in too much pain._

_And so Jack stayed like that for hours, trapped in his own thoughts as the negative emotions threatened to consume him. His mind had wandered far away, which is why he didn't notice the frost creeping uncontrollably beneath his bare feet._

_He didn't notice the wind begin to pick up._

_He didn't notice the snow falling faster and thicker._

_He didn't notice the way his fingers had somehow found the staff as the wood let out a blue glow._

_He only noticed the fact that voices were coming from every direction in his head, taunting him and making him begin to hate his life, his job, himself more than he already did._

_If only he knew that this particular blizzard would change his life and his attitude forever._

"_JACK FROST!"_

_Jack suddenly froze as he looked up in panic, finally free from his mental torture. His eyes took in the blizzard he had created, and after a few seconds, he worked out what day it was, and his heart stopped. **It's Easter Sunday!**_

_He scrambled to his feet and watched in horror as a shivering and very irritated Easter Bunny began advancing towards him. He didn't know what to do. Should he try to apologise? Should he fly off? The last time it snowed on Easter it hadn't been pleasant for him. **But maybe he'll listen to me this time?**_

_Jack tried to keep this thought in mind as he tried to stand tall, and attempted to stand still. "I know this looks bad, but if we could just talk about it-"_

"_You idiot!" The giant rabbit screamed, pushing Jack harshly to the ground. A well-aimed kick at his ribs had Jack gasping for air. "I thought I told you before? You're not allowed to make it snow on Easter!" The older spirit grabbed Jack's shirt and slammed him against the nearby tree. "Now look at what you've done! You've ruined Easter! Because of you families are inside their homes trying to keep warm instead of outside watching the kids hunt for eggs and welcoming the spring! Because of you, instead of embracing the season that's supposed to end their struggling for survival and are instead FREEZING TO DEATH! Don't you care about anything other than causing misery for others for your own entertainment?"_

_He let Jack go, and the boy shakily tried to stay on his feet and attempt to explain. But he didn't get the chance. He barely registered what happened, but he found himself on the floor holding the side of his face, looking up in fear and shaking slightly as he was glared at by the Easter Bunny, who was slowly lowering his fist._

_That was when Jack realised. He wouldn't listen. He would never listen. Like everyone else. He would leave this place thinking that Jack had caused the blizzard on purpose and nothing would be able to convince him otherwise._

_Jack's eyes grew cold and hard as he got to his feet. He matched the rabbit's glare with one equally harsh and bitter. This overgrown bunny wanted to hate him? Fine by him. He wanted an enemy? Then who was he to disappoint?_

_A cruel and twisted smirk found it's way across his face. "Oh, what a shame. Kid's can't go out and find eggs that they can easily get from chickens. It's such a pity. But it doesn't matter, because you've found someone to blame." Jack leapt into the sky and cast one scornful look at the figure below. "Enjoy your precious Easter, kangaroo." He sneered, then left, ignoring the mutterings he heard below. No one cared about him after all, so why should he care about them?_

_Jack finally collapsed on his favourite tree by his lake, resting his head against the cool bark. He fought back tears that threatened to fall, because no matter what he told himself, deep down everything that had been said hurt, and nothing would change that. He was right, he shouldn't have woken up this morning. Too many things had gone wrong. First Lightning, then the blizzard and the Easter Bunny. Although that rabbit didn't deserve such an innocent sounding title. Maybe just Bunny then? It still sounded a little too cute for his liking, but oh well. Besides, that stupid kangaroo didn't really deserve to be called the Easter Bunny all the time._

_**Oh, who am I kidding? **Jack thought at last. **I shouldn't have woken up at all. I brought that blizzard because I couldn't even control my emotions? Lightning was right, I should just die.**_

_So why couldn't he bring himself to fly away and do what needed to be done? Why was he too much of a coward to go and help the world get rid of a murderer like him?_

_Jack buried his face in his arms and spent the rest of the night trying to control his powers, in an attempt to try and prevent himself from hurting anyone more than he already had because of the blizzard. The wind only got the chance to move him to a colder place when he finally fell asleep, frozen tears stuck to his eyelashes._

_It wouldn't have mattered if he had cried. He could scream at the top of his lungs if he wanted. It didn't matter. No one could hear him. No one wanted to hear him._

**So, what do you think? Does it make up for the wait? Or... was it really bad?**

**Well, either way, I'm now extremely eager to get off of the 1800s. I know a bit more on the 1900s because that's where most of the historic events I've learnt about took place. So, yeah... leave a review please? And an idea? Wait... does an idea count as a request?**

**You know what, I don't even know any more.**


	18. Chapter 18

**So, despite abandoning you all I got some good reviews for the last chapter even though it was super late. I just want to say thank you to EVERYONE who has reviewed, followed or just simply read this fanfic. You are all amazing. So here's another chapter for you guys in return.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I (unfortunately) don't own Rise of the Guardians, Tangled, Brave or How To Train Your Dragon. I do, however, love them all**

Silence clung to the air for a few minutes, before the temperature rose a few degrees as a certain summer spirit turned to a now terrified rabbit, screaming at the top of her lungs. Merida lunge for Bunny, who dodged, and pretty quickly a chase scene occurred, with Merida chasing after Bunny and Sandy chasing after her to stop her from murdering someone. All the while, Merida's insults continued. "What the hell is wrong with you? Didn't you do enough damage to him the first time you met? Didn't you break his spirits enough when you abandoned him? You, Bunny, are a jerk, and I swear I will kick your furry tail all the way to the moon and back when I get my hands on you!"

"Please burn the stupid piece of rock on the way, will you?" Hiccup muttered. Rapunzel and Tooth exchanged a look as Sandy's frantic images continued to go unnoticed by the fuming summer spirit.

Jack's attempts to keep the peace failed completely. His pleas for Merida to leave Bunny alone went even more unnoticed than Sandy's images. So he quickly stopped and waited for the two to pass him. When they did, Jack quickly hooked Merida's waist with his staff and pulled her over, completely ignoring her screams of protest about how she needed to murder someone. Knowing that she would quickly escape, Jack grabbed her wrist as soon as she was in reach. Bunny's sprints slowed as he stood warily next to North, keeping his eyes on Merida just in case she pounced again.

Jack heaved a sigh of annoyance. He knew that this would happen. He knew that if his friends watched his memories then everyone would overreact over every last little thing. So he and Bunny had a fight, so what? He'd only been pushed... and shoved against a tree... and kicked in the ribs... and punched in the face... and he guessed it had hurt a little when the insults started flowing...

Okay, so maybe it was a little bad. But not that much! Especially not anywhere near enough to deserve Merida chasing after Bunny wishing to have his blood spilling on the floor so that she could bath in it in revenge. So it only made sense that he leapt to Bunny's defence instead of his own. "Merida, please, calm down. It's not that big of a deal."

That was the wrong thing to say.

"Not that big of a DEAL? Jack, were you awake for that memory? He HURT you!" Merida snapped. "Blood must flow."

"No it doesn't, Katniss. You're not going to rip Bunny to shreds." Jack said firmly. Merida huffed and glared at him slightly, only for that glare to crumble as Jack smirked. "Jack, why are you smirking like that?"

Jack's staff dropped to her feet and ice covered them. Letting go of her wrist, he stepped back to enjoy Merida's look of panic. "Jack Frost, please tell me that you used ice that I can melt to freeze my feet together."

Jack's smirk grew wider, and Merida found, to her dismay, that he'd used the ice that she couldn't melt. Jack had been practising using ice that not even the summer spirit could melt. In fact, only he could get rid of it. It was barely ever used though. In fact, it was the first time he had used it. "I'll unfreeze your feet once you've calmed down and lost your desire to tear Bunny apart."

Merida could only huff in annoyance and turn back to watch a memory that was unfolding.

_Jack sighed and wandered around aimlessly, occasionally kicking the snow. In his arms lay his precious cloak, now torn and singed in some places. Typical. He had only wanted to bring a little snow to Russia, but he hadn't expected Lightning to be there. To put it shortly, he'd been chased off with lightning bolts, barely dodging them so that they didn't burn his skin._

_That didn't mean that they hadn't burnt his cloak._

_Jack was gutted that he'd have to get rid of his cloak. His clothes and his staff were all he'd ever owned since he'd first been born. And although he liked his shirt just fine, it didn't mean he wanted to go wandering around without something else on top of it. Not to mention, one of the lightning bolts had scraped the side of it. Honestly, it was a miracle that he hadn't been burnt when that happened. So he would have to get rid of that, too. The only reason why he hadn't taken it off is because he didn't want to be shirtless while he was moving about. Whether or not people could see him._

_This also created another problem for Jack. He needed a new shirt, plus something to go over it, but there was no way he was going to steal it from a shop. But he had no idea how else he was going to get one. So that only left Jack the option of wandering around hoping that he came across one. Until then, he would not be taking of his shirt._

_Jack sighed in despair when he spotted something lying in the snow. He cautiously approached it (hey, who knew what it could have been?) until he could have a better look. All of a sudden, he couldn't believe his luck._

_It was a white shirt, freshly washed. And a blue hoodie, too! He'd been wanting one ever since they were first made. Although Jack couldn't help but wonder why they were lying in the snow. Maybe someone had lost them? No, it wasn't likely. It looked like they had been thrown out. But why would someone throw something out? Especially a hoodie!_

_Jack gently picked them up. The shirt appeared to be his size. The hoodie was a little big, but not by that much. Both would be comfortable to wear, anyway. And since he wasn't taking them from a shop..._

_Jack quickly made his decision, not wanting to let this opportunity go to waste. He sat down in the snow and carefully placed the two items of clothing in front of him. Taking one last look at the cloak in his lap, Jack pushed it aside, leaving it lying in the snow. His shirt quickly followed._

Rapunzel gagged at the sight of Jack's chest, unable to look at all of the scars and bruises that littered his skin. Hiccup had to help her stop herself from being sick. Merida stared at the scene with dawning horror. "Jack! What happened?"

Jack gave Merida a sheepish look, rubbing the back of his head with his hand and trying to ignore Tooth, who looked like she was about to faint. "Uh, yeah, about that. I may have gotten a few scars over the years from flying into trees and bumping into fences..."

"A FEW?!" Rapunzel shrieked. "MAY HAVE?! Jack, you were covered in bruises and scars and you're practically a walking skeleton! I can count your ribs from here! Jack, why didn't you tell us?" Jack was about to reply when Rapunzel paled slightly. "You don't have any more, do you?" Jack shifted uncomfortably. "DO YOU?!"

"Heh, well, you know how electric fences can be, right?" Jack chuckled nervously. "Always getting in the way, tangling people up..."

Rapunzel let out a loud shriek and slumped to the floor, looking like she was about to vomit. "Just give me a few minutes please, I'll stand back up when I'm feeling better."

_Jack quickly put on the shirt first, then the hoodie, before standing up and looking at himself the best he could. It wasn't bad at all. It was quite comfortable, actually. He liked it. It fitted him, more or less, and it had a hood. Even better._

_Jack, unfortunately, failed to notice the small child running in his direction until it was too late. By the time his head snapped up to look at the small boy, the kid ran through him. Jack shot into the air instinctively, watching as the boy ran up to his mother. For a moment, the shock caused his grip on his powers to slip, and a gentle snowfall started._

_The boy looked up in wonder, only for his mother to pick him up and begin to bring him into the house. Just as she was closing the door, Jack overheard their conversation, thanking the moon for learning Russian._

"_Careful, we don't want Jack Frost getting inside the house." _

"_Who's Jack Frost?"_

"_Oh, no one, Jack Frost is just a myth."_

_Jack's thanks fell, and his mood plummeted. He suddenly began to think it would be better if he hadn't had a clue on what they were talking about._

_Jack quickly flew off before he could hear anymore. A familiar sinking feeling began in his stomach, and his throat tightened, his fingers twitching slightly and his toes curling up. Great, now he was letting things get to his head. **Better get to some isolated place before my thoughts get clouded and I hurt someone.**_

_Jack quickly asked the wind to deliver him to the Canadian Atlantic ocean, now able to ask the wind to do something without having to voice it out loud. He was getting tired of flying to Antarctica all the time, and the sound of waves might calm him slightly._

_It didn't work. By the time Jack got there he was a mess, shaking and trying to hold back tears. As he predicted earlier, his thoughts became clouded and his logic began to slip away, and he eventually let himself collapse on an iceberg to be alone._

"What... what the heck, Jack? Mood swings, much?"

Jack sent Hiccup a glare. "No! I was having a negativity attack."

A blank look from everyone in the room (yes, including Rapunzel, who was still on the floor) made Jack sigh. "I used to have these things I called negativity attacks. It's kind of like when I have an off day, only it doesn't start from the moment I wake up. It usually happened when I was in a pretty good mood and someone walked through me, reminding me that I was completely alone. Sometimes when that happens, it triggers something in my thoughts, and my mind becomes clouded and I can't focus on things properly because I start remembering bad stuff. And then my powers get out of control, so I have to go somewhere that I can be alone. By that point I usually don't notice things, and I can only be snapped out of it if something really sudden happens, something that's big enough and shocking enough to draw my full attention to it. But it doesn't really happen anymore." Jack added, seeing the horrified faces surrounding him. "So it doesn't really matter. I honestly can't remember the last time I had an off day, or a negativity attack."

_As he lay shaking on the floating piece of ice, unconsciously making the ice grow, he failed to spot the ship sailing towards the iceberg he was on, despite how large it was. He just continued to lie there, his face buried in his arms, trying to keep calm._

"Jack." Tooth whispered. "Why do I feel like I recognise this?"

Jack didn't answer.

_Jack suddenly found the cool ice he was lying on begin to shake, and it knocked him out from his trance. Looking up, Jack's eyes widened in horror as he scrambled to his feet. His sharp eyes scanned the name of the ship, and his heart stopped as he began to recognise. **No, oh please, no! Please don't let this be the Titanic!**_

Tooth shrieked in horror just as Rapunzel managed to scramble to her feet, obviously recovered from earlier. "I knew it! I knew I recognised that boat!"

_But it was, and Jack stood, too shocked and terrified to move, until the Titanic began to tear apart before he could do anything. Jack leapt into the air, worried eyes scanning the petrified and hysterical people that were running around, desperately trying to get into a lifeboat, despite the 'women and children first' rule. He wanted the sight to disappear, for it all to be some cruel nightmare. But it wasn't, and nothing could change what he had done._

"Oh Manny." Merida whispered, eyes wider than they should be.

_After a few minutes, Jack found he couldn't bear to watch these poor people drown any longer. If he could, he would save as many people as he could, but no one could see him. No one could touch him. So he had no other choice but to leave the damage he had caused._

_So Jack left. He begged the wind to take him to Antarctica as fast as possible, so that he wouldn't have to watch these people suffer from his hand. **Because of me.**_

_But there was nowhere he could go that would allow him to escape from everything he'd done. Even though he had escaped the crime scene, it could do nothing to stop the mental images that continued to attack him. Even after Jack arrived in Antarctica, leaning against a wall of ice the screams of the people as the ship went down continued to haunt him until he couldn't take it anymore. Jack dropped to his knees and covered his ears, as if it could get rid of the voices in his head, and screamed as loud as he could, trying to blot out the noise. The horrible sounds only screamed back at him. Jack slammed his head against the ice behind him. "LEAVE ME ALONE!"_

North and Sandy winced. That looked like it hurt.

_Jack suddenly stopped, his eyes widening slightly. Then he slammed his head into the ice again. And again. Again and again he continued to hurt himself, trying to punish himself for killing innocent humans, to teach himself a lesson and get a proper grasp on the situation of what he had done, of the crimes he had committed, all while mentally spitting insults at himself. **Murderer. Heartless. Unwanted. No one needs you. Who would want a killer like you around? You mess everything up, and you've just done it again. Think of all the lived that could have been saved if you'd have just kept yourself in order! Now those people are dead and it's ALL YOUR FAULT!**_

Tooth looked like she was going to cry. Rapunzel looked ready to sag to the floor again. Merida let out another 'Oh Manny' and North and Sandy looked horrified. Hiccup covered his eyes as if he was watching a horror film but couldn't stop himself from peaking in between his fingers. Bunny's ears had dropped as low as they could and his jaw hung open. Jack only sighed and ran a hand through his hair. This was exactly what he didn't want to happen. So much for helping them understand him. **Way to go, Manny. You've successfully sealed my death sentence. Well done.**

Hiccup shook his head, not wanting it to be true. Tears welled up in his eyes. "It's not fair. It – it's just not fair."

Everyone looked at him except for Jack, who was still mentally cursing Manny. "Why Jack? Why, out of all of the spirits, some who are older, stronger and more experienced, did it have to be Jack who suffered the most?"

Tooth quickly pulled Hiccup into an understanding hug, much like a mother would do to an upset child. Hiccup shook in her arms, unable to believe that his brother had suffered so much in his life and still turned out the way he had. "He didn't deserve it! He didn't deserve to have to experience all of that! It isn't right! He – he's kind and caring. Jack's loving and patient. And what does he get in return? Suffering and neglect! Hatred and isolation!"

Rapunzel also flung herself into Tooth's arms, sobbing her heart out for Jack. "He shouldn't have seen all that! He shouldn't have to see that and think it's all his fault! Jack shouldn't have ever felt the need to to think those things."

Merida herself looked as if she wanted to burst out crying and fling herself into someone's arms. In fact, it was more than likely that the only thing keeping her from doing that was the ice that was still frozen to her feet. However, this did mean that she spotted Jack trying to edge away from the group. "Oh no you don't, Frosty! Get back over here!"

"No! I don't wanna be pulled into a group hug! They're nice and all, but I do like being able to breath, you know!"

Merida groaned in despair. "You have an answer for everything."

Jack's distraction gave Sandy enough time to grab one of Jack's legs with his sand whips and pull the boy over. Jack immediately began to try and squirm out of the grip. "No! Sandy, I told you, I don't want a group hug."

"Fine by me." North shot back. "But we will be talking about this, whether you like it or not."

Jack frantically began to shake his head. "I don't really see what there is to talk about, North. It happened a little over a century ago, so it doesn't really matter anymore."

North looked like he was about to argue, but thankfully for Jack, Bunny stepped in. "North, let it go. He doesn't want to talk about it right now. Jack's already going through enough right now, he doesn't need anymore. We can talk about it later."

North huffed and turned away, not noticing the way Jack mouthed a 'thank you' to Bunny and scrambled over to him, clinging to his arm.

_Jack finally stopped slamming his head against the ice. There was a dull throb at the back, making Jack automatically put a hand to it. When he pulled his hand away, he could see there was some blood on it, and yet he couldn't bring himself to care. Instead Jack continued to watch the small trail of blood run down his hand with unfocused fascination. He ignored the fact that black dots began to blot out some of his vision, and when he felt a gentle tug at the back of his mind telling him to sleep, Jack couldn't be bothered to fight it. Instead he let his eyelids drift shut as he fell into a light sleep, unable to find the ability to care if he never woke up._

"Nothing to talk about, Jack?" Merida snapped. "You started bleeding from the head and didn't even bother to try and stop the blood from flowing. If you don't think that we need to talk about that, then I don't know what you think does need to be spoken about."

Jack's grip on Bunny's arm tightened, making the rabbit immediately jump to his defence again. "I thought I told you all to leave it! We can talk about it later, but not right now! None of you are helping. It would be better if we waited for everything to sink in all of our brains, and then we can discuss things. But not now."

Merida glared at Bunny even more. "Shut it, Bunny! I'm starting to wonder if you're even watching the same memories as us. Don't you see how serious the situation is? He could have died!"

"And what difference would it have made to me?" Jack hissed. "What was there for me to live for? At the time, nothing. I didn't know that I would be accepted one day, that I would have everything I had ever wanted after three hundred years of waiting. Don't get me wrong, it was well worth the wait, but I didn't know that. I was honestly starting to believe that I would spend the rest of eternity in isolation, completely alone. It wouldn't have made a difference to me if I'd died. Bunny does realise the serious of the situation, but he knows that it's not worth dwelling on at this moment in time! I just want to get through the memories and leave. That's it."

There was a shocked silence for a moment, the only reaction other than that being the slow nod of Bunny's head. Finally Merida just let out a small 'okay' and turned her head back to watch the next memory, not even noticing as Jack removed the cold prison surrounding her feet.

…**...Uh, yay for angst?**

**So when I was writing this chapter, I realised that I wanted to include a little parental love between Tooth, Rapunzel Hiccup and Merida. It's something that isn't usually done or thought about in RotBTD fanfics (either that or I'm just _really _bad at noticing things), so I figured I might as well include it. So, yeah, I'll try to work on that. Although, I guess if you squint a little at the beginning of chapter 15 you can see a little bit of father-daughter love between North and Rapunzel.**

**So, yeah, please leave a review? Please? And if you have an idea on what could have happened to Jack in his three hundred years alone, drop that by me as well.**

**Oh, one last thing: Please don't kill me for torturing Jack in this chapter. I mean, come on, we all love reading tortured Jack stories, right?**

…**..Right?**


	19. Chapter 19

**Yay for updates!**

**Also, I know that this chapter makes absolutely no sense in any way, shape or form, mainly the fact that Jack is a winter spirit, and by all rights he should be melting as well as other problems in this chapter, but... yeah, shutting up now.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I'm pretty sure I'm mentally insane. Me owning anything is the worst thing that could happen**

_Jack honestly didn't know why he was even there. July had started, and it was summer, so he should have retired to Antarctica. But he had a feeling that something was going to happen that day, in that location. And, being the curious and mischievous spirit he was, Jack couldn't resist the urge to go and find out what it was. Suggestions and guesses filled his mind, which is why he didn't notice the swirling feeling of dread growing in his chest that was telling him whatever would happen wouldn't be fun._

"I honestly don't know what I was thinking." Jack commented. "I must have been out of my mind. But boy, did I regret going to find out what was going to happen."

"Let me guess, another one of your accidents that left you with a scar?" Merida said sarcastically.

"Are you ever going to let that go? They were a few measly scars, big deal."

"Yeah, just like it was the tiniest cut on the back of your head. It totally didn't start bleeding and make you pass out or whatever."

_However, as soon as he arrived, Jack realised that there was something seriously wrong. At first when he saw the long and deep hole in the ground with barbed wire on one side, he was curious, although the sounds coming from the other side gave him plenty of warning that harmful objects were coming his way. Then as he flew higher and further, he found another long hole. Jack couldn't see the end of either of them. Strange cannon-like things were shooting at the other, and Jack couldn't help but watch for a few minutes before it stopped._

_That was when things started to go downhill._

_A whistle reached Jack's ears, and suddenly there were men climbing out of the hole, each carrying a gun, a rifle if he wasn't mistaken. They quickly passed through the barbed wire, and, for some reason, walked across the land. Jack's suddenly panicking mind began to fit the pieces together. Men with guns. Two long holes that he didn't even have a hope of seeing the ends of. Barbed wire. One shooting at the other. All that, and on top of the knowledge that there was a war going on..._

_Oh Manny._

_**Just my luck to find my way in a battle during a war!** Jack mentally cursed himself and yet found himself unable to fly away. In fact, the wind only pulled him closer to the battle, for some reason. From the looks of it, the British were attacking the German trench, who didn't exactly look like they were having a fun time. In fact, they seemed to have been taken by surprise. Although how someone could be surprised about an attack that had people WALKING to their target, Jack didn't know. Seriously, who's bright idea was it to have the soldiers walk across no man's land? They might as well have been jumping up and down on the wasteland waving their guns shouting at the Germans to shoot them._

"Jack." Tooth whispered. "Would you mind telling me what this is?"

"Uh..." Jack sent Hiccup a desperate look, but the boy only shook his head. "Traitor." Jack muttered, then turned back to Tooth. "It was the 1st of July, 1916, Battle of the Somme."

_For a few minutes, the Germans looked like they were in trouble defending their trench. At least until the machine guns came in. As soon as that happened, the British began to fall a lot more and eventually began to retreat. And Jack could do nothing but watch in complete horror as the humans killed each other as if they were nothing more than animals._

_One young man caught his eye, and Jack's blood began to boil. The young man wasn't even that old. He couldn't have been more than sixteen. Didn't anyone bother to make sure that people who weren't allowed in the army stayed out of the army? Or did they let the boy in anyway, despite knowing his age? Jack didn't know. All he knew was that when the boy was shot in the battle, it took all of Jack's self control to keep his powers in control._

_There was a sudden, almost unbearable pain in his leg, and Jack felt something warm trickle down his skin. When he looked down, he could see his leg bleeding. Panic immediately set in. **Please don't tell me that I just got shot in the leg!**_

Rapunzel shrieked loudly. Merida only groaned and buried her face in her hands. "Jack!"

"How was I supposed to know that someone wasn't aiming their damn gun properly?" Jack said, trying to defend himself.

_Everything in his mind told him otherwise. **Think Jack, think. How do you deal with a shot wound? Dammit brain, this is no time to go into shock! Wake up and think!**_

_The wind, obviously sensing his distress, carried the boy off to Antarctica, a gentle breeze playing with his hair. Jack barely noticed, and tried to remember something, anything, that might be useful for a shot wound. At least he tried until the burning sensation set in. **CRAP! Brain, I've changed my mind! Go back into shock!**_

_As soon as he fell into the soft snow, Jack automatically tried to bury his leg into the cold to try and get rid of the burning pain. It didn't really help. All Jack could really do was cover up the wound with snow and watch as frost began to creep over it. Eventually the pain passed enough for Jack to be able to stand, although the minute he tried to take a step forward he fell again._

"_You know what?" Jack growled. "I am not going to live with a bullet in my leg for the rest of my life. I don't care what the humans say. It's coming out."_

_Easier said than done. As Jack impatiently wiped the frost away, he thought he'd been prepared for the pain he would feel as his fingers (somehow) managed to find the bullet and began to pull it out. He was wrong. A scream of pain tore from the boy's throat, but he quickly gritted his teeth and pushed it back. **Oh Manny, I knew it would hurt but I didn't think the pain would try to kill me!**_

_Finally the little devil was out of his leg, and Jack allowed himself to moan in pain. The fresh air only seemed to cause him more pain, and blood ran freely down his leg. Jack did his best to stop the bleeding, but there was only so much he could do with winter powers and nothing else. All he could really do was cover up the place the bullet had previously been in and grit his teeth until the frost successfully coated the wound and the pain died down. By the time it was over, Jack was shaking in pain. **Note to self: Don't go anywhere near battles. Someone won't aim properly and you'll end up pulling out a bullet later when you get shot.**_

"And it hurts. A lot." Jack added.

_Jack felt his eyes drooping, and he gladly buried himself in the snow to go to sleep. Yet every time he closed his eyes, all he could see was the battle, the Germans and the British fighting each other. All he could see was bodies, guns and blood. So much blood. The very thought of it made Jack shiver. All of a sudden he felt guilty to be in Antarctica. **What am I doing? I've just flown off and left them all to pull a bullet out of my leg when people are dying from the very same bullets! And none of them made such a fuss about getting shot. Who knows how many of them have been shot before?**_

_Yet Jack couldn't bring himself to return. There was no way he could face all of that horror and violence again, and he knew it. There was no way he could be able to handle flying in the air out of harms way and watch people get shot, knowing he wasn't able to help any of them in any way, shape or form, and he was fully aware of it. No matter how many times he tried to convince himself to go back, something always stopped him. By the time he gathered the courage to return, the battle was over. No man's land had bodies and blood scattered all over it. Jack felt sick just looking at it, and yet he couldn't tear his eyes away. He honestly had no idea how long he was there, staring at all the damage that the humans had caused, but when he was eventually whisked away by the wind, he could feel the beginnings of the sickness he got whenever he got too hot. And yet he couldn't find the energy to care. He felt like worrying about his own problems and sickness when people had died – and for some, still dying – was selfish, and then he would start to feel guilty. He didn't like feeling guilty, especially when he knew that it wasn't his fault._

_So instead, he tried to focus on something else. Anything else. Preferably something happy, something that he had enjoyed. Whatever it took to lighten his mood and made the bad feelings go away. **Think, what makes me happy? What can make me relax and have fun and gives me the strength to carry on? **He knew the answer to that almost immediately. Snowball fights. But he didn't really know if there would be any children that would be awake to have a snowball fight with. **Okay, change of plan. What can calm me down? Wait, the lake! Of course! My lake! I'll go to my lake! Oh, wait, it's summer there. Not a good idea.**_

"_Wind! Can you take me to Antarctica?" Manny, he sounded awful. He barely ever asked the wind to take him somewhere out loud, but he just felt like it. Besides, the silence was killing him. Jack knew there were a lot of different silences. Silence had followed him – no, stalked him – all of his life. There was a peaceful silence that he usually found in a library. There was a shocked silence that happened when no one knew what to say. And most of all, there was an incredibly lonely silence that hung around the air every single night for him. The silence that he heard just then was none of those silences. It was kind of difficult to explain, but the only way Jack could think of to describe it was a depressing silence. One that, as he had just found out, came after a battle, when the guns had finished shooting and the men had all returned and the wounded were being treated and the dead couldn't be helped. It had a very negative feeling to it, and Jack decided he didn't like it. At all. Although he couldn't tell if he preferred noise to silence any more. **I guess it depends on the type of noise.**_

_The wind blew gently through his hair, earning a small smile from the boy that left as soon as it came. The breeze whispered it's sweet, soothing lullaby in his ear, and Jack let it. His eyes began to droop again, only this time when they slid shut, no haunting images flashed through his mind. Instead there was just darkness. Comforting, gentle darkness. Jack surrendered himself to it as the wind carried him south. Dreams were, after all, the only thing he had. And since he didn't have a book on him, sleep was the only escape he could get. And it was an escape he was more than willing to take._

**Yeah... no comment.**

**You know what I'm gonna say, but I'll say it anyway, just for the sake of it. Please review!**


	20. Chapter 20

**So, when I got back to school (aka: Hell) on Monday I was... not happy. Then I got home at last and came on here... and almost died. I'm pretty sure my next-door neighbours were deafened, because I _might _have screamed a little. 100 reviews, guys! 100! I was so excited! *squeals* So I've done my best to bring this chapter to you extra-early as a thanks. Thank you again, all of you, who have dropped a review by and followed. Heck, even just reading this story is good enough! You're motivation has helped to keep this story flowing and I'm so thankful! So, on with the chapter!**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: You know, it's funny, before I started writing a lot I always wondered why some people on here seemed to hate disclaimers. Now I think I know why. However, they must be written each chapter, and they will be. So here it is. I do not own anything**

"You, Jack Frost," Rapunzel started, her voice dangerously low. Everyone, even Merida, took a step back at the blond's tone. "are quite possibly the stupidest person I've ever met. And I've met a lot of stupid people in my life."

"Is Bunny one of them?"

It was the wrong thing to say. Despite the fact that it was amusing to hear Bunny's splutter of protest (the playful jab had been too tempting to resist) Rapunzel did not seem to be impressed with Jack's attempt at a joke. "This isn't funny, Jack! You were there to witness a battle you shouldn't have been anywhere near! It was July! What were you even doing there? That curiosity of yours is gonna get you killed one day." What seemed like anger a few seconds ago quickly turned into panic. "What if you had gotten killed that day? What if that soldier hadn't shot you in the leg? What if it had been your heart? How can you stand there and joke about this? You could have DIED!"

"I could have died?" Jack repeated. "_I _could have died?! Is that honestly what you're worried about? Rapunzel, according to research, around 20,000 people _did _die! That's 20,000 people that would never again get to see their families and friends, 20,000 people who would never see the light of day again because they signed up for the army. There were some _kids _in that war that died!" His whole form began to tremble. Whether in anger or sadness, no one could tell. "So many people died that day. So _many._ And none of them deserved it. And you're overreacting because I got shot in the _leg?! _It wasn't even on purpose." The two were standing straight in front of each other at that point, both glaring at the other. "So many people died that day, and I couldn't even help _one!_ Do you have any idea how happily I would have given my own life if it meant just one would see their family again when the war ended?"

"But Jack, that isn't the point! You shouldn't have even been there! You could have been seriously injured!"

"People _were _seriously injured! People _died_!"

"But you're immortal! You could have been damaged for the rest of your life, never being able to walk again!"

"Some people have never been able to walk and have turned out just fine! It wouldn't have made much of a difference anyway, I had the wind to help me!"

"But that's no good if you find it hard to fight for the rest of your life!"

"So being immortal suddenly places me above humans now, does it?"

As the pair continued their argument, the others covered their ears in a failed attempt to block out the sound. Merida groaned in annoyance and slight worry. "I'm suddenly finding myself not minding North and Bunny's arguments about who's holiday is better as much as I did before."

The others nodded in agreement, Bunny wincing as the two grew louder. There were certain things that just didn't happen with the guardians, no matter what. One of those things was that Jack and Rapunzel didn't argue. The two usually got along so well, especially ever since Rapunzel had found her mischievous side thanks to Jack. Her usually calm attitude sometimes succeeded in calming down the untamed winter spirit (sometimes being the key word), and his wild nature brought out a much more playful side to the blond girl. To see them fight was almost terrifying.

Merida eyed the uncomfortable rabbit, then turned to him. "I propose we call a truce so that we can separate those two. Their argument is starting to become completely unbearable. I swear by the end of today, we will all have a headache."

Bunny had never agreed to something so fast in his life.

As it quickly turned out, the only way to separate the two spirits was to physically move them away from each other. Bunny hauled Jack away while Merida dragged Rapunzel to the complete opposite side of the group before the fight escalated. No one was sure how it could have escalated, since the two had gotten to shouting at the top of their lungs by that point (and boy did they have a pair of lungs) and everyone knew that Jack would never willingly harm his friends if he could help it (friendly play-fights with Bunny didn't count) but they honestly weren't willing to find out if the two would find a way.

"Alright, here's what's gonna happen." Bunny instructed. "You two are not to talk to each other until you have calmed down. Then, and only then, will you be allowed to go anywhere near each other again."

Rapunzel looked like she was about to argue, but a warning glare from Merida quickly put a stop to that. Jack, however, kept silent.

Manny had apparently realised that it was safe enough to start the next memory, and as their surroundings began to change, Jack groaned and ran a hand through his hair. "Really Manny? Seriously? Can't you show anything, like, happy for once? My life wasn't all doom and gloom, you know. I'm seriously starting to think that you're just filing out the bad memories and making us watch those."

To no one's surprise, the moon didn't answer. That, for some reason, annoyed everyone (except for Jack) more than it should have.

_Jack yelped an hid in fear behind... well, whatever it was he was hiding behind. Why? Why did all of this have to happen again? Wasn't the first world war enough for the humans? Did they really have to insist on a second? He was starting to think that whoever had put Hitler, of all people, in charge of Germany shouldn't have been allowed to so much as decide what they wanted for breakfast. Although it had mainly been Hitler's fault. Honestly, just because he was sore because the British won the first world war..._

_But these opinions would do nothing to change the situation he was stuck in. Why he was even in London in the first place, Jack did not know. He'd just wanted a little break from Burgess for a while. But that decision was obviously not a clever one. Because Hitler wasn't satisfied with another world war, no, he had to dig himself into an even deeper hole than he was already in by bombing the British. Talk about one to hold a grudge. Jack was positive that, in a century or so, people would learn about Hitler and he would have an even worse reputation that the British general during world war one. And that had been a pretty bad reputation._

_Either way, Jack had somehow managed to find himself stuck in London. The worst part? It was around the time that the German bombers arrived. Oh, fun and joy._

_Jack mentally cursed himself for being such an idiot. Why had he thought it would be a good idea to drop by London? He should have known that with a war going on he should have fled to Antarctica, since people had a habit of dragging the war outside of the battlefield. **If you get shot in the leg again, it's your own fault.**_

_A loud explosion filled his ears, and Jack tried to scramble away from the noise. It had sounded close. Way too close. His grip on his staff tightened, the frosted piece of wood helping to reassure him a little. He promised himself that as soon as the bombers were gone, he'd leave London and not come back for a long, long time. Not until they had been left alone._

_Until then, however, he was stuck hiding and praying that none of the bombs found him. Of course, he would have gone into a shelter, only he'd been left out. Everyone had pretty much gotten to safety before he even had a hope of avoiding the risk of getting blown to bits._

"You just can't stay out of danger, can you Jack?" Merida sighed, shaking her head.

_Another explosion – this one even closer – made Jack yelp in fear as he scrambled away from he noise. There was another reason he didn't like bombs – the noise. To him, it sounded similar to that of a gun going off, or artillery firing. That meant war and violence. That meant deaths and injuries._

_Thunder didn't sound to pleasant, either. After the death of his brother, Lightning had to make the thunder himself, which took longer. That was one of the reasons why people saw lightning first then heard thunder. And since both were made by the same person, who hated his guts and would attack him whenever he could anyway, that also gave him a reason to add thunder under the ever-growing list of sounds that reminded him of violence or pain._

_The sound of bombs going off rang mercilessly in his ears for what seemed like forever before they finally subsided. Shaking slightly at the knowledge that he could have been blown up, Jack crawled out from his hiding place, eyes scanning the sky to make sure he was definitely safe. He would not be coming back to London until the bombings stopped. Some of the bombs had gotten too close for comfort, and several time Jack could have sworn he felt the heat of an explosion, not to mention that small bits and pieces had gone flying and just so happened to find his hiding place._

"_Well." He breathed at last, looking down at his hoodie to make sure it wasn't too damaged. Miraculously, it was fine. "I guess that means I won't be doing any sightseeing in London for a while, then. Better get going."_

_The wind took him away, taking Jack through the safest route possible. Any snow that needed to be delivered was dumped as quickly as he possibly could before flying off to Antarctica for the rest of the war. He very rarely left, unless there was a place that desperately needed snow, in which case he would get there and leave as soon as possible. Jack had only the wind to give him information, and he trusted the wind to tell him the minute the war was over. And as soon as that moment came, Jack returned to not only spreading winter, but to spreading fun as well._

_And yet he couldn't help but wonder why humans had to be so destructive._

"I will never understand you." Hiccup groaned. "I'm not entirely sure how an immortal is supposed to react when they get caught up in the middle of a bombing during the Blitz, but I know that your reaction wasn't it."

Jack only smirked at him. "What can I say? It's fun to surprise people, and one of the best ways to do that is to make sure they never understand me."

"Smart alec." Bunny muttered.

Their surroundings swirled again, and Jack let out another groan and buried his head in his hands. "Why? Why Manny, why? I'm seriously starting to think that, instead of you just filing out all the bad memories to watch, you're just using my memories as an excuse to give them a history lesson. Give it a rest, will you?"

Merida only got even more annoyed at Manny when he didn't answer.

_Sometimes Jack hated humans._

_It never ceased to amaze Jack that such beings who could be so intelligent when they wanted to be could be so stupid at times. Stupid, and apparently blind. Not all, but some people seemed to think that just because others were different, that didn't make them human. Jack had, to put it simply, been more than disgusted when Africans were used as slaves in America. He had thought that once they had been freed from that, everything would be fine._

_Apparently not._

_Some of the Americans were selfish and... well, dumb was the only other way to describe them. They refused to accept the fact that the African-Americans were just as human as everyone else, and it was clear in more places than Jack cared to admit. There were benches and town for white people only. There were restaurants and café's that refused to serve blacks. There were separate schools for whites. And don't even get Jack started on the buses. He didn't think he could have cheered louder when Rosa Parks refused to give up her seat, and he'd gotten so annoyed when she was arrested. Then the sit-ins in Woolworth came, and Jack couldn't help but mentally congratulate the four students that started it. He also couldn't help but be relieved to see that not everyone in America was blind. There were some whites who joined the blacks in protesting against segregation. And Martin Luther King came in. Jack had done several joyful areal backflips at how successful the man began to prove to be. Peaceful protests may not always work, but in that case, they definitely did help. He had attended as many of the man's speeches as he could._

_And yet there were still so many people that fought to keep segregation intact. Mainly the KKK. Jack's blood boiled at the mere thought of them. They could advertise the people dressed as ghosts in whatever way they wanted, but it wouldn't fool him. No matter how many times they tried to pass the group off as saviours, Jack could see nothing but murderers whenever his eyes lay upon them. Their cruelty to people who were different was unimaginable, and Jack had never wanted to punch someone so much in his life as he did at the particular moment he was in. He could only be thankful that he had gotten a pretty good grasp on his emotions, otherwise the blizzards would be horrific, and Jack didn't want to risk the lives of any more people._

_Jack may have been born in America when he rose from the lake, but sometimes he really hated the country. Like he did right then. The immortal teen stood, horrified, hands clapped over his mouth and tears threatening to spill down his face, unable to take his eyes off of the poor man who had suffered at the hands of the KKK. The group had left, and Jack couldn't have cared less when they walked through him for once. His attention was completely drawn to the man. His body began to tremble in fury and shock as anger began to course through his veins. The staff in the crook of his arm glowed slightly, and the temperature dropped. Without a word the boy took off to Antarctica, trying his hardest to keep his emotions in check until he finally landed._

_Jack didn't know he could scream so loud. His fist collided with the ice as he screamed in fury, sorrow and hatred. He couldn't believe that people could be so cruel, so evil, to go as far as to murdering innocent people. Why? Why did it have to happen? Why were people so blind, so foolish? If only he could have done something to help. If he could, he would, oh the moon knew he would, but he couldn't. He was invisible. Which was a shame, because he seriously wanted to give a lot of people a piece of his mind._

_Of course, life in America would get better for so many people, and it would become fairer than it had been during that particular time, but Jack didn't know that. All he knew at that moment, was that innocent people were being arrested and murdered simply because they were different. And there was nothing he could do other than watch it take it's place in history._

_He didn't need to give reasons as to why he didn't want to trust humans if they could see him, adult in particular. What he had seen was more than enough reasons._

"You're right, the moon only brought us here because he wants us to have a history lesson." Rapunzel declared. Tooth's expression was completely blank, and Hiccup looked like he was beginning to regret getting out of bed.

"I think we can all agree," North said slowly. "That this has been more than enough fighting and war for a lifetime." Sandy nodded his head in agreement, and made a couple of symbols that no one noticed.

"I've seen enough violence for one day." Bunny sighed, resisting the urge to lean against the nearest thing.

"Yeah, and what's the chances that you're going to see more?" Merida hissed, not noticing when Jack automatically took a step away from her. "It seems to me like everything big that has gone down in history, Jack has seen. I'm beginning to wonder how he's still sane."

"I'm still here, Merida, don't talk about me as if I've left the room."

Merida huffed and turned away, folding her arms. Jack only smirked. "Besides, the reason I'm sane is because I'm completely awesome."

"You wish, Frost." Merida snorted. She would never admit that she was worried and a little scared (okay, absolutely petrified) at what else Jack had gone through in his life that they were all going to see, and she wasn't exactly sure if she wanted to know any more than she already did. But since everyone else had to, she had no choice but to stand there and watch.

The next memory began, with Jack complaining to no end about how the moon was trying to make him seem like he was always depressed.

**Updates updates updates! Yay for updates!**

**So, yeah, I tried to make this one longer than the usual ones, and I included two memories in this one. Thanks again for everyone who has reviewed!**

**So now that this chapter is done, please leave a review while I go and die in a corner at the shock of having 100 reviews**


	21. Chapter 21

**Yet another update. This chapter was suggested by WALRUSvsUSA, thank you so much for the idea!**

**Key:**
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Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I own nothing over here. I wish I did, but I don't**

_Jack found himself lying on his lake staring at the sky._

_Normally if he was staying still, it meant he was upset, unless he was reading a good book. But at that moment, all he really felt was boredom. All of the kids in Burgess had gone to sleep – he could still hardly believe that the small village he knew had grown so much – and he couldn't really be bothered to go anywhere else to see if there was anyone else to start a snowball fight with. He'd already tried to break into the workshop yesterday, even though his attempts were really just an excuse to play with Phil and the other yeti's, and there was no more snow that he had to spread. That left him with nothing to do, and if there was one thing Jack hated more than being alone and invisible, it was boredom. Unfortunately, it was his only option left._

"_Ugh, I'm so BORED!" Jack whined, throwing his arms up dramatically before letting them fall back onto his chest. "When is the sun going to rise? There's nothing to do! I hate being bored! It's not fair, why is it that the one time I'm in a great mood and ready to play, there's no one around?! I swear, someone just wants me to be miserable all the time." He threw a finger up, pointing at the sky for no reason. "Well it won't work, you hear me Mr. Person I Don't Know? I refuse to bend to your will and feel awful all the time! I wanna have fun and be happy, too!" Jack pouted childishly. "Just like everyone to be in bed when I want to play. I mean, I know they have to sleep and all, but come on! Why now?"_

Jack's eyes widened as he recognised the scene and he fell to his knees. "THANK YOU! THANK YOU! FINALLY, A MEMORY WHERE I'M NOT DEPRESSED!"

_Jack finally got to his feet, hand still holding the staff that he rarely let go of, deciding to go for a walk. "And back to being bored. This is just fantastic. There's barely any animals around to play with, since they've either gone into hibernation or been killed." He sighed and looked around. "The forest is certainly smaller than it used to be. Which is a pity, because I always thought that it looked lovely. I blame the humans. Then again, I blame them for everything, even though they kind of deserve it." He folded his arms. "I mean, I guess their medicinal skills have gotten a little better, but come on! Surely there's a better way to cure people than drilling their heads open or cutting off their limbs? Ugh, and people wonder why everyone keeps dying."_

"Humanity in a nutshell." Hiccup said, snorting.

"Truer words were never spoken." Rapunzel agreed.

_Jack half-heartedly froze a nearby tree, eyes wandering. "I seriously need to have something to do when I get bored. Something that takes up a lot of time... wait! I know!"_

_Jack leapt to his feet excitedly and shot into the sky to go to Antarctica. After all, humans would start getting suspicious if they found the finished results of his little hobby appearing out of nowhere._

"Now that I think about it, if I'd have just put my name at the bottom of them when they were done I might have gotten some believers."

_Once there Jack used his ice powers to create a large block of ice. He then closed his eyes and concentrated as his fingers twitched before finally closing over the handle of an ice knife. It had taken him a long time to figure out how to do it, but boy was it worth it._

_He'd never tried this before, though, so he'd have to practice. Jack twirled the knife in his hand before he tried to cut into the ice. The knife in his hand broke. "Dammit."_

_He tried again, with another knife, only to get the same result. Still, he didn't give up, and instead kept trying until he finally managed to make a knife out of ice that was strong enough to cut through... well, ice. True, he could have gone and gotten a knife from someone's home, but then he probably wouldn't have remembered who's home it was. Plus, trying to make stronger ice was fun, and it took up more time, thus keeping the risk of boredom away for a longer amount of time._

_Jack began to practice shaping the ice, starting off by creating small, simple shapes that he could hold in his hand as he gently carved patterns into them. Nothing too hard, of course. Otherwise he would never be able to do it. The first seven attempts were scrapped before he finally got a rough and very messy sphere. But it was better than nothing, he supposed, so that was alright. Besides, he needed to practice smoothing things out anyway. Then the rest of his shapes began to come out smoother the more he tried._

_At last, he felt like he'd gained enough practice, so he began to work. Slowly, carefully beginning to chip away the ice to form a shape. A body was quickly formed, then a head, then a tail, then four paws. A small base to stop the sculpture from falling over. Then came the smaller details. A rough texture for a coat. Small ears on the head. Claws on the paws. The small ice knife carved eyes, a nose and a muzzle on the figure. Jack checked his creation over and over again, quickly destroying any flaws on until he couldn't find anything else that seemed wrong with it. Then, and only then, did Jack step back to admire what he had made._

Only Rapunzel, Hiccup and Merida look surprised. It didn't seem to be much of a shock to everyone else. In fact, North only chuckled. "Ah, I was wondering how Jack managed to learn how to ice sculpt. He'd always seemed to be a natural."

Rapunzel and Merida exchanged a look. The other guardians already knowing what Manny was showing them when they didn't? Now that was a surprise.

_It was a wolf. One that looked a lot like Blizzard to be exact. Jack had no idea how it had ended up being a wolf, but it had. Maybe he was unconsciously wishing Blizzard was by his side. Whatever. Jack still couldn't stop the small yet sad smile on his face as he scanned it, checking for the millionth time to make sure that everything was perfect._

"Why is Manny showing us this? No offence, Jack, but how is making ice sculptures an important part of your life?"

Jack only shrugged. "Do I look like I know, Hiccup? Manny is weird. The only reason I can think of is because Merida asked me how I wasn't insane, and to be honest, this did help me whenever I was on the verge of losing it."

Merida smirked at him. "So when you said that you're still sane because you're awesome, you lied."

"Actually, I wasn't lying. Ice sculptures only helped me to stay sane, they aren't the reason. Besides, you have to be awesome to create ice sculptures, so that clearly means I'm awesome. Therefore, it was my awesomeness." His own smirk crept onto his face. "Also, I can't help but notice that when you said that, you made it seem like you'd only just figured it out. So even if I was lying, you'd have believed me anyway."

Merida made a few weird spluttering noises before turning back to the memory, her face scarlet. The others only laughed.

_Eventually, however, he had to give up looking for anything that was wrong with it, which left him open to the risk of boredom once again. And while boredom could sometimes leave Jack with interesting thoughts, he didn't see why he had to be bored to get them._

"_Boredom is like a cold." Jack sighed. "It can strike anyone, at any time, it can only be gotten rid of temporarily, it's hard to get rid of and it just won't leave you alone. The only difference is that boredom is even more annoying."_

"At that moment, Jack Frost uttered the only words of wisdom he would ever receive."

"Hiccup!"

"_Nope." Jack shook his head. "Nuh uh, no way. I'm not falling back into that endless pit of boredom! I don't care how many of these ice statues I have to create, so long as it keeps the boredom away!" He twirled the knife in his hand. "Alright, let's see how far my sculpting abilities can go."_

_And so his task began again. This time, he knew exactly what he wanted the minute he set to work. The ice knife cut through the frozen liquid, beginning to form another body. A smaller head, smaller eyes, a mouth that looked like it was smiling. Three fins, a tail, seemingly sat on or surfing some waves that looked like they were being sprayed out. The foam from the edge waves was clear, the hole used for expelling water added. Every flaw that was spotted was destroyed, until he could find no more. Jack took a satisfied glance at the ice dolphin before moving onto his next project._

"Oh my moon, they look awful!" Jack moaned. Three seasonal spirits gave him a look, unable to find what was wrong with the sculptures. "This is what happens when I watch a memory of my first ice sculptures. I spot flaws that I didn't notice before, and it drives me insane. Thank the moon that I've gotten rid of them, now."

"Wait a minute." Tooth said slowly. "What do you mean by gotten rid of them?"

Jack looked at her. "Oh, sometimes I go to Antarctica to blow off steam about something, or I just might be really bored, and I give all of my ice sculptures inspections. Sometimes I see something that I didn't notice before that could be fixed, so I fix it. Once I'm done with that, I start making new ice sculptures."

_It didn't take him long to create an ice sculpture of a rabbit, or at least, not as long as the other two, but somehow it didn't seem to be enough. Jack thought for a moment, before his eyes lit up with an idea. He gently picked up the ice rabbit before carefully removing the base holding it up. He then closed his eyes and willed for his sculpture to come to life, willed for it's legs to hop, for it's ears to twitch, for it's eyes to blink. And after a moment, it did. The small rabbit in his hands began to move, carefully lifting it's head to look at him. Jack opened his eyes and let out a breathless laugh, before gently setting the rabbit down and letting it bounce around. After a few seconds, though, it turned back into an ice sculpture._

"_So that's only temporary, huh?" Jack said. "No problem! I can easily extend that time with practice."_

"And did you?" Merida asked. Jack nodded. "Yeah. It actually didn't take me that long to figure out how to do it. It was just pulling it off that was the challenge. But now I can make one come to life and turn back at my will, so it can move around for as long as I want it to."

"Can you do that with anything else?" Rapunzel asked, way more excited than she should have been, in Bunny's opinion.

"Yeah. I can do it with ice, frost and snow, you name it."

_So practice he did. Jack quickly figured out how to extend the time, although actually extending the time was the difficult part. It required Jack having full concentration to putting the right amount magic into his creation to keep it going, but it was hard to know how much magic was required. It took him a while, far longer than Jack would have liked, but eventually he managed to keep it alive for five minutes before he started to feel drained, to which he would have to sit down and recover for five minutes. But on the bright side, he didn't need as much concentration._

"_I wonder. "Jack thought. "Can I create ice sculptures without having to cut through a block of ice? Can I just create them on the spot?"_

_Never one to let an idea go by untested, Jack leapt to his feet before attempting to channel his magic through his hands instead of his staff. After a few unsuccessful minutes, he dropped his staff to try again, picturing a miniature ice cat in his mind while internally willing for ice within him to form the shape he was picturing. He felt the ice begin to form in his hands, felt every single part of it turn into what it was, and he knew when it was done. He opened his eyes to examine the small cat he had created._

"Oh my moon, those look even worse!"

"_Well, that answers that question." Jack said plainly. "I can, but they aren't anywhere near as detailed as the ones I carve out of ice. Plus, they use up more of my magic. Guess that means I'm sticking to ice blocks and a knife."_

"So, you can create any ice sculpture just like that? Do you think you could create one now?!"

Hiccup and Merida attempted to shush the excited blond, but Jack only laughed. "Sure! Anything in particular you want?"

Rapunzel thought for a moment. "I know this sounds really cheesy and pathetic, but a small ice horse would be nice."

Jack nodded and cupped his hands together, before slowly closing his eyes. For a few seconds, nothing happened, but then a crystal-looking shape began to form in his hands. The shape turned into a form, melting beautifully into a small horse. Even after it was done, Jack's eyes remained close, before they snapped open just in time to see the horse's head move. It bolted out of his hands and flew over to Rapunzel, making the girl squeal in excitement and hold the horse gently in her hands.

"Like I said, not as detailed as the ones I create with a block of ice." Jack said simply. "But it's still pretty detailed."

"I thought that you could only get your creations to walk, not fly?"

Jack rolled his eyes at Hiccup's comment. "At first, but then I learnt how to install flight abilities in them. It's kind of like they can use the air as a floor whenever they want to, and sometimes the tiniest breeze that you can't feel comes to carry them." He turned back to watch Rapunzel play with the delicate ice creature. "Of course, they're not entirely done. I'm sure that there's more stuff I could get them to do, like maybe travel to places and send a little bit of snow. There's still a lot for me to learn about it, so I guess this little project of mine isn't complete."

Hiccup gave him a look, which made Jack laugh slightly. "Oh, don't look so surprised, Hiccup. Did you honestly think that I've learnt everything there is to know about ice sculpting for immortals?" A sheepish look from the autumn spirit made Jack raise an eyebrow. "Really? Seriously? Alright Hic, think about it this way. How can I create something that's perfect if I don't truly know the meaning of perfect? How can I be perfect at something, when I'm not perfect myself?"

Hiccup thought for a moment, before shaking his head and sighing. "Fine. You win this time, Jack."

Jack smirked victoriously, before the two turned back to watch the rest of the memory, laughing as the Jack in the memory kept accidentally cutting his hand when his grip on the ice knife slipped. Rapunzel slight whines every now and again only made them laugh harder.

**Yeah yeah, it had a crap ending, I know. But I was desperate, and I couldn't think of a good way to end it.**

**I'm tempted to end the 1900s here and move on. Why? Because I suck at history, that's why.**

**So, please leave a review!**


	22. Chapter 22

**Chapter suggested by Nathalie Grace, thank you so much for the idea!**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I cried last night. I had a dream where I owned these four films. The reason I was crying? It was just a dream**

_Jack rarely slept. Being immortal, his body didn't need to rest as often as humans or animals did. The rare times he did sleep were the times he never dreamed, due to a certain pack of wolves a few hundred years ago. Despite the fact that he knew that he could easily get to some place where no animals would attack him, he was terrified of the thought of some kind of spirit attacking him in his sleep. Plus, nightmares were horrible little devils. Thus, to avoid all risks, he rarely slept, and never dreamt._

_However, huge storms in Russia seemed to take a lot out of him. Russia's scheduled blizzards hadn't been delivered on time, which was a relief to the mortals, but a pain in the neck to Jack. He could only make storms if he had enough power, and sometimes he lacked that power when it was needed, which is why he usually chose to avoid making them for the fun of it. But the blizzards had to happen one way or another, no matter when, otherwise they would just stack up on top of each other, thus requiring more magic when they eventually were released. He had made at least five, and now he was drained. He was tired, his muscles ached, and he wanted five minutes of peace and quiet at the very least. Storms could only get so noisy before he went running back to silence._

_However, dreaming was not acceptable, no matter how tired he was. So when he collapsed on his branch and closed his eyes to lull himself into a gentle sleep, he was terrified when his mind tried to pull him further under the depths of unconscious than he was willing to go. **No! I can't dream! I can't! Come on Jack, wake back up!**_

Sand looked extremely confused. He had never seen anyone try so hard to fight dreams before. Most people welcomed them. And Jack seemed to enjoy the dreams he gave, especially when he was the one experiencing them.

_His body protested by relaxing even more and his eyelids staying firmly closed, and Jack began to lose the fight to stay awake. As far as his body was concerned, it had let loose a lot of power at one time, it was exhausted, and there was a chance right in front of it to fall into a deeper sleep than it usually got, allowing it to rest better. It was a chance to rebel against the mind that never wanted it to truly relax, and it wasn't going to let that opportunity go._

_Despite how reluctant he was, Jack finally drifted off into a dream-filled sleep._

"Why are we seeing this memory?" Merida complained. "No offence, Jack, but nothing really seems to be happening here. Nothing important, anyway."

"Thank you Merida, for your undying support."

"Any time."

_The nightmare began immediately. He knew it was a nightmare from the way the forest looked. The branches twisted in unnatural ways, looming threateningly above him. His ears picked up the sound of growling, and fear stabbed his heart, running through it over and over again with it's cruel knife. He willed himself to run but his legs didn't move. The growling got louder, and at the very last minute Jack's legs burst into action. He sprinted faster than he even thought he possibly could, but it wasn't enough. The wolves were faster, and he was tackled and pushed to the ground by large bodies. Jack screamed in fear and weakly tried to push them away, but his hands were snapped at. Every single wolf from a pack he had once known – even his precious Blizzard, a wolf he thought didn't have the ability to harm a fly unless he was starving – turned on him, snapping and growling, tearing at his hoodie and skin. Sharp claws tore at his face, drawing blood with unrealistic ease._

_Then the attacks stopped, and Jack looked up fearfully, throat constricted from sobs he was forcing himself to hold back. Two wolves made his heart stop. They had an uncanny resemblance to Walter and Thunder, snapping and growling at him, the silent vows to tear him apart limb by limb for killing them heavy in the air. He was yanked backwards by his hair, his eyes meeting Lightning's. The boy smirked. "I think I understand why you kept a wolf as your little pet, Jack. They are such obedient little beasts, aren't they? Such a pity that even your precious Blizzard turned it's back on you and can see what your doing wrong." Said wolf snapped at his ankles, making Jack whimper in pain. "Amusing how the Man in the Moon can end the suffering of one spirit, and start the suffering of another. He brought my brother and Walter back as wolves, my little pets. They only obey me now. They will tear you apart on command."_

"_P-please." Jack whispered. Manny, he sounded awful. His voice was weak and pathetic, like he was unable to stand up for himself, barely wanting to sneak past his pale lips. "I don't want to get hurt. Please, let me go. I don't understand what I did wrong."_

"_Don't understand?" Lightning hissed, yanking on his hair even more. Jack whimpered. "Look around, Jack. Look at all of these people you've killed, that have died at your hand. Think very carefully of all the children that have died because of you, from the Titanic and the Blizzard of '68. Take a good long look, and dare to tell me that you don't deserve all of this."_

_Jack whimpered again but after a firm yank of his hair opened his eyes, albeit reluctantly. Dead bodies were just standing there, eyes blank, staring at him without blinking. Their fingers and toes were frostbitten, their lips blue. And every single one of them looked terrified. Terrified of him. Jack choked back a sob. "Please, I – I never meant to hurt them. It was an accident..."_

"_Accident?!" Lightning snapped. Another yank of his hair, causing Jack to yell out in pain. "It being an accident doesn't change anything. You're a murderer, and it doesn't matter if it was an accident, because nothing will ever change that fact. These people are dead because of you. You and your unwanted cold and death. And you wonder why your alone."_

"_I'm sorry." Jack whispered in a heartbreaking voice._

"_Sorry doesn't change anything, Jack. Sorry won't bring these people back. It's your fault, all of it. Don't act so innocent, because you know that there is a way around hurting and killing these people."_

_Jack did indeed know. "There's three. Letting my powers loose in Antarctica, although the wind will bug me and try to make me go to places. If that doesn't work, she'll just take the work I do the the places needed anyway. The storms will be worse, because it will kill people along the way. And since I created them, it still classes as my fault."_

"_Go on." Lightning growled. Jack gulped but continued. "Contain my powers. Destroying my staff will get rid of my ability to channel my magic through an object and retain a flowing, balanced amount of my powers being released, thus containing my powers. But keeping it in for too long makes me sick! And then my magic just rip out of my body anyway, causing me even more pain. Plus, the blizzards have a risk of travelling to other countries, running wild and killing more people without me there to control them."_

"_And the third?"_

_Jack winced in pain as some of his hair was yanked out of his head. "Death. If I die, all evidence that I ever existed could be destroyed, so it was like I was never here. Humans will come up with their own explanation for how snow and ice is created, and will create excuses for how strange weather patterns were made. They will blame a lack of snow on the end of the world, and go on living their merry little lives. No one will miss me, and Jack Frost really will be just an expression. In a few years time, spirits will turn to each other and say, 'Do you remember Jack Frost?" And the other will stop and think for a moment, before asking, 'Who's Jack Frost?'. Death is also the easiest option, and the one that results in the least consequences. After all, sacrificing one life is a small price to pay to save millions of lives."_

"_So then why aren't you dead?" Lightning purred. "Why are you still alive and breathing? Do you know, Jack Frost?"_

"_I do."_

"_Then tell me why." Jack muttered something, before shrieking in pain as more of his hair was uprooted. "Tell me why!"_

"_B-because I'm a coward!" Jack stuttered. "I'm a pathetic, useless coward that has no purpose in this world, and the moon creating me was a mistake, so big a mistake that even Manny has turned his back on me and abandoned me, denying that he created me. I do nothing but kill and make people suffer, and yet I'm so much of a coward that I can't even go off and do what needs to be done to allow people to live, if only for a little bit longer. I'm selfish, for keeping my life at the cost of others. I'm a murderer, heartless, a monster, which is why no one wants me around. Every time my name is said the voice is filled with hate and disgust, and people scowl every time I'm mentioned, and yet I continue to live because I'm too much of a cowardly, pathetic little crybaby to do what would be better for everyone. I make things worse, I depress people whenever I'm in an area, and everything I touch I break, and because of it I'm being punished by being left in isolation for the rest of eternity."_

"_Good boy." Lightning purred. "Now tell me, Jack, do you care for people?"_

"_Yes..."_

"_Wrong answer."_

_Jack cried out as something sharp dug into his shoulder. **Please, someone, anyone, make the pain stop. Someone make the pain go away.** "Did you make the Titanic sink, Jack?"_

"_Yes."_

"_Do you make the blizzards?"_

"_Yes."_

"_Then I'll ask you again: do you care for people?"_

"_I obviously don't, because I just make everyone's lives worse and I don't try to fix anything. I get in the way and hurt people everywhere I go. If I cared, I would do something about it, but I don't, so I can't."_

"_Good. Now, think about this, Jack. Do you know why you chose a wolf as your pet?" Jack shook his head. "It's because wolves represent evil, cruelty, a desire to kill people. People think of wolves, and they immediately pair them with violence, pain and death. That's exactly what you are. You chose a wolf as a pet, because you are a wolf, deep down inside. Look in mirror, Jack, and tell me what you see."_

_Jack obeyed, and his eyes filled with even more tears at his reflection. "I – I have red w-wolf ears and a red t-tail... m-meaning that I'm a wolf from hell. The ears and tail represent my violence and uncaring nature, and the red represents the flames from hell and blood that is spilt."_

"_That's right. Now think about this, people are committing suicide, innocent, harmless humans that don't deserve to die are killing themselves because they feel like they're worthless. So why can't you do that?"_

"_B-because I'm evil..."_

"_My my, aren't you being obedient today." Lightning whispered. "I guess you really are a wolf. A firm attitude, a little bit of force," A hand slapped his face, making Jack yelp, shaking in fear. "and you can be wrapped around someone's finger. All it takes is a good lashing and you'll do whatever someone wants from you like a little puppy, fear shining in your eyes." He smirked. "And oh, how delicious that fear is."_

"Wait a minute. That seems like something that..." Bunny's ears dropped. "Oh no. Please tell me he didn't."

"_I'm so sorry." Jack whispered, voice hoarse. "I didn't mean to... I'm a horrible person, I know, but I never meant to hurt anyone..."_

"_Look down, Jack." Lightning hissed. "Look down at your arms, and think very carefully about what you see."_

_Jack shivered in fear but obeyed, and a strangled sob escaped his throat. In his arms lay a young girl, her skin blue and blood everywhere. Her mouth was open in a soundless scream, and somehow Jack knew that it was him, like it always was. At some point, he had killed this little girl._

"_You see, all you do is bring death and cold, fear and suffering." Lightning whispered, giving Jack's hair one last yank before slowly letting go. The winter spirit didn't respond. "You aren't even aware of it when you kill someone. You don't know at what point you killed her. But I can tell you this, you stabbed her with a knife and strangled her."_

_Jack lifted his head, eyes filled to the brim with tears. His heart stopped when he saw Lightning exit the circle of wolves that surrounded him. "Wait, where are you going?" He cried. It didn't take a genius to figure out that if Lightning was leaving, it would mean bad things would happen. Said storm spirit smirked. "Since you're too much of a coward to do this yourself, I'll just do it for you. Let's play a game, Jack. After all, you like games, don't you?" The smirk widened. "This game is called Fight for your Life. You're going to be attacked, and I'm going to stand and watch as you fight to stay alive. Every time you kill a wolf, it's another life that you've taken, which will be recorded. But it's okay, because it can always be replaced, right? Lets see how long you last before you die." He raised his hand. "Walter, Thunder, Blizzard. Now." His fingers snapped._

_Three wolves pounced at him. Jack screamed in fear, but it did nothing to stop the large dogs from hurting him. The winter spirit pushed them away feebly, only for them to keep coming back. He crouched on all fours and arched his back, as if he was trying to fluff himself up, and growled, frightened and wild eyes darting between the three advancing figures, trying to warn them to stay away from him. They didn't listen, and instead continued to attack. Jack screamed some more but couldn't stop himself from fighting back. It was like his body had a mind of it's own. He wanted to leave, he wanted to run away and hide, he wanted to curl up in a corner and cry, but instead he leapt around like he was some kind of wild animal. And he was. Jack didn't know how he knew, but for some reason the knowledge that he had somehow turned into a wolf filled his brain. He took down Walter first, then Thunder. Blizzard was stubborn, growling at him like he was the wolf's worst enemy. Jack mentally sobbed, unable to stop himself as he lung and attacked the wolf that had once been his pet. **I'm sorry, Blizzard. I'm so, so sorry.**_

_Three more wolves took the scene, and Jack couldn't help but recognise them as Bunny, Phil and Sandy. The message was clear. 'You pick and kill people that you know you can take down, but put on an innocent act on people who could easily kill you'._

_The three other wolves pinned him down, clawing his hoodie and throwing it at the side before tearing his front open. All the while Jack sobbed and screamed, pain flaring through every one of his nerves, frightened tears making their way down his face. The wolf that looked like Bunny – no, the wolf that was Bunny – lunge for his neck, his teeth locking around it, and Jack could only scream as Bunny began to remove his throat and separate his head from his body._

_With a gasp Jack bolted upright in his tree, trembling. Small whimpers occasionally slipped through his throat as he curled in on himself. "C-calm down Jack, i-it was just a nightmare. N-none if it ever happened..."_

_So then why did it feel so real? Never, in all of his life, had he experienced a nightmare like that. And he couldn't stop himself from running a hand through his hair, mainly to make sure that there were no wolf ear or any other wolf-like features. "That was the worst nightmare I've ever had. Damn those storms in Russia."_

"Jack, you should watch your language."

"Oh come on, Tooth! Damn isn't even swearing!"

_Still, Jack forced himself to brush it off. "Well, whatever. I should just forget about it." A small smirk played on his lips. "After all, it should be day soon, so I can play with the kids then."_

_A hesitant tap on his shoulder made Jack yelp and spin around, staff held threateningly before he realised who it was. He lowered his staff. "Oh, it's just you, Sandy. Sorry."_

_Sandy smiled kindly before a couple of images appeared above his head. A snowflake, a frightened face, an arrow pointing to himself, and a shield. It took Jack a couple of minutes before he got a rough idea of what the message meant. "You... want to protect me? No, wait, you want to guard my dreams?" An eager nod from Sandy. "When you say 'guard', do you mean 'make sure no nightmares come'?" Another nod. "Don't you have dreams to spread? Oh, you occasionally give people dreamless sleeps? Well, if it's not too much trouble, then yeah, I'd like that."_

_Sandy smiled before allowing one of his sand trails to creep over to the exhausted winter spirit, carefully lulling him to sleep. Sandy glared defiantly at the shadows for a moment, before he began to monitor his dreams to make sure no nightmares would come. Jack only smiled in his sleep, grateful that he could have this one night with pleasant dreams without having to worry about nightmares or being attacked. If there was one spirit in the world he trusted other than the wind, it was Sandy._

Everyone else finally recovered from their stunned silences. "Oh my moon." Rapunzel choked. "That was awful. How Jack's mind thought that up I will never know."

"Thanks for the confidence boost, Rapunzel. It's appreciated."

Their surroundings swirled, and a voice filled the room. _This is the same memory, guardians, it's just from outside of Jack's dream._

"Fantastic, now we're gonna see me screaming at nothing and thrashing around like a mentally insane person."

_A sleeping Jack Frost lay on a tree branch, face scrunched up in discomfort and the occasional whimper slipping through his throat. After a few moments, a figure emerged from the shadows, yellow eyes gleaming and mouth stretched into a smirk. Black sand danced above the boy's head, showing the horrible scene at a much smaller scale. "Oh Jack, you should have known better than to allow yourself to dream. You know that my nightmares will find you. And yet, you make a perfect test subject for my nightmare sand. You know, most people resist my nightmare sand and keep the bad dreams away with ease."_

_Another whimper, and Jack mumbled something in his sleep. Pitch smirked and leaned into Jack's ear. "So why can't you do that?"_

"_B-because I'm evil..."_

_Pitch moved away from Jack ear, smirk even wider. "In certain ways, you are, Jack. You're far worse than me. But I don't mind. You can be so easy to scare sometimes. It just takes a little bit of messing with your mind," Jack flinched and yelped, as if he'd been slapped. "and you're whimpering and whining like a little puppy, fear shining in your eyes." He leaned in again. "And oh, how delicious that fear is."_

_Before he could continue with his taunts, Sandy's hand took a little trip across Pitch's face. The Boogieman stumbled back, holding his cheek. "Sandy. How nice to see you again."_

_Sandy gave Pitch a very unimpressed look, and images flashed over his head at a speed that should be impossible to read. "Oh come on, Sandy. You can't expect me to sit around in my lair all day and do nothing. I have a right to be out and about, like any other spirit."_

_The Sandman scowled even more, and more images flew over his head. 'You shouldn't be here, and you shouldn't be tormenting an innocent spirit'._

"_Please, Sandy. Jack can take care of himself. He isn't a child, you know. I fail to see how he could be a child. And you guardians only specialise in children, am I right?" Pitch rolled his eyes. "Besides, not everyone can have sweet dreams all the time, and I do need to run some tests."_

_Even more angry symbols. 'Whatever you're planning Pitch, it won't work. Normal dreams won't ever be corrupted to your nightmares. Not while I'm alive.'_

"_Why do you care, Sandy? That boy is a troublemaker. He doesn't want any friends, he likes being alone."_

_'I care because he's my friend.'_

"_I'm sure that boy wouldn't know what a friend is if it hit him on the head. And he hates people defending him. He prefers to fight his own battles. He'd only get angry with you if you take over my nightmares."_

_'Is that a theory you're willing to test?!'_

_Pitch gulped and backed away into the shadows. "Alright Sandy, you win this time. But you can't keep him safe from nightmares all the time. You have children's dream to protect, after all, and there's no point in keeping a spirit safe when they don't need you."_

_Pitch disappeared, leaving Sandy to scowl at the shadows until he heard Jack wake up. He couldn't help the relief that he felt when the boy accepted his offer to guard his dreams, since a part of him had been worried that Pitch had been right when he'd accused the boy of getting angry. Still, when the sun rose and both spirits had to leave, neither of them noticed the small pile of black sand, or saw the sinister smirk in the shadows. "Enjoy your sweet dreams while they last, Jack Frost, for one day, your precious Sandman won't be there to protect you. And once that happens, you'll be my little source of fear for the rest of eternity. And it will be so much fun to watch you break."_

If Tooth thought that Jack saying 'damn' was bad, then she should have gone temporarily deaf at that moment. There was silence for a maximum of four seconds before Merida lost it, shouting at the top of her lungs and screaming every single insult she knew at the Boogieman who couldn't hear her, curses flowing from her mouth like a river. Tooth winced at the multiple swears but made no move to stop the summer spirit, deciding that she preferred her wings on her back and not in a pile of ashes on the floor. Jack, however, couldn't help but feel slightly sorry for Pitch once he managed to get a grasp on what Merida was saying and realised exactly what her threats were. **There is no way that Pitch will be able to move for a couple of centuries or so if she actually goes through with these threats.**

"Merida?" Bunny whined. "Can you calm down for a moment? The sooner we go through these memories, the sooner you can go kill Pitch, but we won't be getting out if you don't relax for a few minutes."

Merida huffed and folded her arms. "Fine. But if any of you want a piece of Pitch, you'll just have to hope you get there before me."

Jack decided not to ask what she meant.

**Wow, this one is longer than I intended it to be. Cool!**

**So, yeah, please review!**


	23. Chapter 23

**Sorry about the quality and length of this chapter. I didn't have time to write a lot.**

**Dedicated to my beautiful cat, who was put down because of her cancer. I'll miss you Boots, I love you.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything**

_Snow fell on the ground, thickening by the minute. Jack smirked and waved his staff, calling up more snow. This was going to be one of his best snow days yet. He knew that kid's hated school, and that a snow day would be very much appreciated. Sure, it would be cold, but surely their parents wouldn't let them out without letting them wrap up warm first. He'd already checked the streets to try and make sure that there was no one out on the streets that would be too cold to handle the weather. _

_The beautiful sounds of children laughing reaching his ears and Jack's face stretched into a smile, glad to bring them the joy of his precious snow day. But as he flew along, a small sound caught Jack's ears, and his smile fell._

Jack choked back a sob, his hands covering his mouth. Tears filled his eyes. The others exchanged a look before Rapunzel reached out to place a hand on his shoulder. "Jack..."

Jack shook his head and took a step back, hood now up. He turned away from the rest of the group, distancing himself from them. "I – I can't... I'm sorry, I can't watch this. I just can't. It hurt enough the first time..."

Rapunzel bit her lip but retrieved her hand and turned back to the memory.

_Jack appeared to be confused as he searched for the source of the sound, but when he found it, his heart stopped, a gasp escaping his lips. **No. No, please no. Please don't tell me I forgot to check for strays.**_

_He burst into a sprint – when had he landed? – and flung himself at the side, on his knees. A small litter of kittens sat in the snow, crying. Their mother was nowhere to be seen. Jack's heart clenched, taking in how small and frail the kittens were. They were so thin, surely no animal should be that thin. And above all, they were shivering, their skinny forms taking in almost no heat. _

_And Jack had no idea what to do._

_He knew that they needed to get inside a warm house, for they would surely freeze to death without their mother. But he had no body heat, and if he held them without something to try and bring more heat, the poor things would die sooner anyway. But he couldn't just leave them, and there was no way he would be able to find someone to help him save them._

_Jack thought for a moment before struggling out of his hoodie, unable to get it off fast enough, before he gently wrapped the tiny kittens in it, trying to contain as much heat in it as possible. The kittens let out more meows of distress. "Shh, don't cry little ones. I'm gonna find you a nice, warm house to stay in, I promise. But you have to hold on for a little bit longer for me."_

_Jack took off again, eyes scanning the houses until he finally found one he thought would be suitable for someone to take in the kittens. He gently set the hoodie down before he knocked on the door and waited for someone to come out. And they did, and almost immediately their eyes fell upon the kittens._

"_Eww! Gross! Who put them on the doorstep? I bet the little devils have fleas, and they'll pass them onto my children!" The door slammed shut._

_Jack's eyes widened in horror before he picked up the bundle again and tried another house, only for the kittens to be rejected again. And again. And again. Each and every door turned the needy little things away, either because they were allergic, didn't have the money, didn't have the time or didn't have the heart. Jack could only sigh in despair each time and gently stroke the hoodie. "I don't understand. Why is it so hard for people to find the sympathy to look after a few kittens? It's only for a day." He was growing more and more concerned about how the shuffling and meows were beginning to die down._

_Jack finally stopped and placed the little kittens on what he hoped to be the last door, his worry turning into panic at how still his hoodie was. He forced himself to knock on the door without hesitating, knowing that if he paused, even for a second, he might not be able to do anything._

_As the door opened, Jack secretly prayed that whoever answered wouldn't turn the kittens away. **Please let them do something, please let them do something.**_

_The woman who answered took a look at the hoodie on her doorstep, before carefully bending down and unwrapped it, only to shriek in horror and cover her mouth. Jack froze at the sight of six still kittens lying on the hoodie. Tears in her eyes, the woman took the kittens in. "Oh my. What were these little things doing out in the cold? Surely someone must have known that they would freeze out there. The poor things."_

_The door closed, but Jack found himself unable to move, completely forgetting his hoodie that was on the floor. **I was too late. Oh Manny, I was too late. I was too slow. They're – they're dead. They froze. **He sank to his knees, trembling. **What have I done?**_

_Sniffing slightly, Jack struggled to pull his hoodie on and wandered around, not able to find the energy to have fun. How could he, when he knew that six precious little kittens had died from his carelessness and forgetfulness? All he could do was wander around and dodge the people who threatened to walk through him._

_Shouting reached his ears, and Jack's head snapped up as he darted to a window, hardly daring to look in. A strangled scream escaped his throat at the sight. A man yelling. A dog curled up in a corner and whimpering. And blood. So much blood. So much blood that it was painful, and tried to bring back memories he didn't really want to remember. The man shouted again, obviously drunk, before throwing an empty bottle at the dog and grabbing it roughly by it's neck, throwing it out into the cold, harsh snow. Jack darted over to the animal's side, eyes wide as he scanned the poor thing's wounds. The dog whined in pain and looked up at him, eyes pleading him. 'Please, help me. Make it stop.'_

"_Oh Manny." Jack whispered. "Oh Manny." His hand ran through the dog's fur, trying to sooth it. **Please, someone, anyone, please help.**_

_The dog whined again, and Jack's heart cracked more than it already had. "It's okay, boy." He whispered, gently petting the injured animal. Instead of lashing out, like it would usually do, the dog stayed put. "It's okay. Everything's gonna be fine. You're gonna be okay." The dog shifted to rest it's head on his lap. Jack's throat tightened, but continued in the most soothing voice he could muster. He knew what had to be done. There was no way it would survive with all of it's injuries. He had to help, in the only way he could think of. Even though it hurt him, it would be the kinder thing to do. "I'll make the pain go away, I promise." Frost spread from under his fingers, seeping through the wound as Jack held the poor thing as close to him as he could. He felt a gentle lick on his face, almost as if the dog was thanking him, before the weight in his arms increased as the body went limp._

_A small sobbing sound escaped his mouth as Jack gently lay the animal down, running a hand through it's fur, his heart shattering. Why? Why did it have to die? Why did the owner hurt it so much? Why hadn't he found out earlier? WHY?_

_Jack wiped his eyes before tears could escape and he petted the animal one last time before flying off to Antarctica for a few more days. Although he knew that he had helped to give the dog a kinder, less painful death, it still hurt, and guilt still stabbed at his heart. **Humans are always complaining about children living on the streets.** Jack thought mournfully. **But why can't they give a damn about the animals that are suffering, too?**_

Small noises came from what the guardians would assume was the other side of the room. Rapunzel herself looked like she wanted to join Jack in his crying, but she pushed the tears back anyway, and instead watched as Tooth fluttered over to the upset winter spirit. "Jack?"

"I-it's not fair." Jack sobbed. "Why? Why does there have to be so much pain and suffering in the world? Why can't mortals just open their eyes for once and see what they're doing? Can't they understand?They're hurting people more than helping them!"

"I know." Tooth soothed, wrapping her arms around Jack. For once, the immortal teen didn't try to pull away, but instead let himself cry in her arms. "I know. But we can't force them to change. We can only do what we can to help every living creature that needs us."

Jack only started crying harder, shaking violently in Tooth's arms. "B-but I could have done something! If I'd have been a little faster, those kittens would have survived! If I'd have been a little smarter, I would have figured out a way to save that dog. But I hadn't! And look at the price that had to be paid. They _died!_" His grip on her tightened. "T-they died because of me..."

"That's not true." Tooth whispered, gently stroking his hair. "You did everything you could."

"It wasn't enough..."

"But it was all that anyone could ask for."

Jack nodded but whimpered, refusing to move from Tooth's arms for a few more minutes as he tried to regain a normal breathing pattern before he finally calmed down enough to pull away. "Thanks..."

Tooth smiled and ran a hand through his hair one more time before she pulled him back to the others.

**Please leave a review.**
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_Jack huffed and kicked the snow in anger, blue eyes shining with anger and hurt as he glared at the ground. "Moon, you're a jerk. You know that, right?"_

Jack winced slightly. He remembered this day. It had been one of his lowest moments, and although he had discovered something amazing in life out of it, the path towards his little paradise had been painful.

"_You know," Jack snickered humourlessly. "I shouldn't exist. Science says that it's temperature that freezes the water in the clouds. And you can't argue with science, right?" His eyes drifted to the moon. "So I can't exist." He said simply. "Which means I must be a figment of someone's imagination. Or I'm not really living a life at all. I don't know, but I do know that I'm not really here." His lips twitched into a sarcastic smirk. "But that means that if I don't really exist, then you can't exist either. Which is the most satisfying realisation in my non-existent life."_

"Jack." Merida said slowly. "What are you talking about?"

"I should have known that last memory would take us back to Manny's list of depressing memories." Jack sighed. "Although something good did happen to me in this memory."

"_So neither of us exist." Jack summarised. "I wonder if this entire world is made up, too. What is reality like? Is it kind? Does suffering exist? I wonder what the people there are like, if there are people at all. I wonder if they're any good at medicine, or whatever they call it in reality. I must admit, the medicine in this fantasy world has definitely improved. I honestly never thought that a time would come when doctors wouldn't try to kill their patients."_

_Jack came to a stop outside a house, his grip on his staff tightening. His gaze on the moon turned into a glare, and he tried to ignore the stinging in the back of his eyes. "Why can't you tell me anything? What would be so bad about explaining one little thing to me?" Silence. "... Am I really nothing? Do I even exist?"_

_No answer. Jack sighed and dipped his head, his lower lip trembling. Tears filled his eyes, and while he pushed them back, Jack wasn't sure how long he could keep them at bay this time. He could only stand tall for so long, and he could feel his breaking point approaching like a train. Just as a small, hopeless sobbing sound escaped him, a noise came from the window of the house he'd stopped by, attracting his attention._

"_**Do you ever feel like breaking down?**_

_**Do you ever feel out of place?**_

_**Like somehow you just don't belong**_

_**and no one understands you?"**_

_Jack's eyes widened as he stood to listen to the song coming from the radio. He often felt like breaking down, that he didn't belong, and no one understood. But how did it know?_

"_**Do you ever wanna run away?**_

_**Do you lock yourself in your room?**_

_**With the radio on turned up so loud**_

_**that no one hears you screaming?"**_

_Oh, how often he had wanted to run. Many times he had holed himself up in a cave in Antarctica or stayed in a tree by his lake, with the wind howling so loudly that no one could hear his yells of frustration. Not like anyone could hear him anyway, or wanted to hear him._

"_**No you don't know what it's like**_

_**when nothing feels alright.**_

_**You don't know what it's like**_

_**to be like me."**_

_Jack's mind drifted to the guardians, and his hands clenched in frustration. They didn't understand. They didn't know what it was like._

"_**To be hurt.**_

_**To feel lost.**_

_**To be left out in the dark.**_

_**To be kicked**_

_**when you're down.**_

_**To feel like you've been pushed around.**_

_**To be on the edge of breaking down**_

_**and no one's there to save you.**_

_**No you don't know what it's like.**_

_**Welcome to my life."**_

_Jack couldn't help but think that if any of the guardians were walked through, aside from the one time he saw North get walked through, they would complain to their friends about it. How did they think he felt, dealing with it for centuries?_

"_**Do you wanna be somebody else?**_

_**Are you sick of feeling so left out?**_

_**Are you desperate to find something more**_

_**before you're life is over?"**_

_He'd often longed to be someone else, anyone else, just so long as he wasn't him. He was always left out, having to figure things out on his own. He so badly wanted to know if he had a purpose, a reason to live._

"_**Are you stuck inside a world you hate?**_

_**Are you sick of everyone around?**_

_**With their big fake smiles and stupid lies**_

_**while deep inside you're bleeding?"**_

_All he ever got was people giving him fake smiles and lies that they expected him to believe. False securities that would only end up hurting him more. None of them cared that he was hurting inside. They hated him. And he hated them. He hated the entire world that forced him to live a life of pain every day._

"_**No you don't know what it's like**_

_**when nothing feels alright.**_

_**You don't know what it's like**_

_**to be like me."**_

_They didn't know, no one knew. No one had ever known._

"_**To be hurt.**_

_**To feel lost.**_

_**To be left out in the dark.**_

_**To be kicked**_

_**when you're down.**_

_**To feel like you've been pushed around.**_

_**To be on the edge of breaking down**_

_**and no one's there to save you.**_

_**No you don't know what it's like.**_

_**Welcome to my life."**_

_Jack stood there, trembling at the lyrics and how much they matched his life._

"_**No one ever lied straight to your face**_

_**and no one ever stabbed you in the back.**_

_**You might think I'm happy**_

_**but I'm not gonna be okay."**_

_He'd always been lied to, always been betrayed. He put a smile on his face to hide the pain, and everyone thought he was fine. But he wasn't okay. He would never be okay._

"_**Everybody always gave you what you wanted.**_

_**You never had to work, it was always there.**_

_**You don't know what it's like.**_

_**What it's like."**_

_Again his mind drifted to the guardians. It was true. Manny handed everything they wanted to them on a silver plate. Sure they had to prepare holidays or collect teeth or spread dreams, but Manny had probably told them what to do. They never had to figure anything out on their own. All the information and company they could have ever wanted was just there._

"_**To be hurt.**_

_**To feel lost.**_

_**To be left out in the dark.**_

_**To be kicked**_

_**when you're down.**_

_**To feel like you've been pushed around."**_

_None of them had ever experienced that. It was always him. Always the unwanted, unloved winter spirit that no one even spared a glance at._

"_**To be on the edge of breaking down**_

_**and no one's there to save you.**_

_**No you don't know what it's like.**_

_**(What it's like)."**_

_They didn't understand. And they never would._

"_**To be hurt."**_

_He'd been hurt, abused, so many times that he couldn't remember them all. And not always by other spirits, either._

_**To feel lost."**_

_He was lost, he didn't know where to go or who to turn to._

_**To be left out in the dark."**_

_He'd always been left in the dark, expected to figure things out on his own._

_**To be kicked**_

_**when you're down."**_

_He'd been kicked when he was down, and not just emotionally and mentally. Bunny had been the first to give him that pain._

_**To feel like you've been pushed around."**_

_He'd always been pushed around, used, and then thrown away when he wasn't needed anymore._

_**To be on the edge of breaking down**_

_**and no one's there to save you."**_

_He'd come close to breaking so many times, and no one was there to help him. No one. He had to save himself, because no one else wanted him around._

_**No you don't know what it's like."**_

_The pain, the suffering, the constant tormenting. No, they didn't know what it was like._

_**Welcome to my life.**_

_**Welcome to my life.**_

_**Welcome to my life."**_

_Welcome to his life._

_Jack sank to his knees, staring at the window as the name of the band was revealed. Tears were in his eyes again, but they were tears of relief. He didn't care if Simple Plan had no idea he existed. He didn't care if the song had never been meant for him. All he cared about was that someone out there shared their feelings of loneliness with the world to make others feel better. Hell, even if they'd only been requested to sing the song and none of them felt that way it didn't matter. Whether they knew it or not, the one who wrote that song gave Jack a comforting sense that he wasn't alone, that there were other people in the world who suffered in a similar way that he did._

"_Thank you." Jack whispered. "You saved me."_

_With renewed strength Jack flung himself into the air, a smile gracing his lips. He'd been given a boost, something to help him hold the tears back just a little longer, something that had delayed his breaking point for a while more._

_How typical that the only thing in the world that cared enough to lift his spirits was music._

_**Am I the only one that thinks that Jack would be a huge fan of Simple Plan? Yes? Okay then. *goes into corner to fangirl with headcannons in peace***_

_**Yeah, it was bad, and you're probably annoyed that it included a song as well, but drop a review by before you go to clean your bleeding eyes. Please?**_

_**Oh yeah, and since this is now somewhere in the 2000s, that means that the rewrites of the films should be coming soon. I'm looking forward to that :3 so leave a request on what parts of the film you want me to do a rewrite on!**_
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"You're telling me," Hiccup started, his voice low. Everyone took a step back, knowing that Hiccup's snapping point was finally approaching. "that the thing that stopped you from breaking down wasn't someone coming to comfort you, but music? Something that had no thoughts or feelings, no physical body to help people? _That's_ the good thing that happened in that memory?"

"Okay, for starters, the first part isn't true. The thoughts and feelings of music are put there by the person who wrote the lyrics." Jack received multiple strange looks from his friends. "And that sounded really cheesy, so I'm going to be moving on quickly. Secondly, despite having no physical body, music has helped, _saved_, a lot of people. And finally, music is a beautiful and fantastic thing and something many people could not live without. Insulting it, Hiccup, is asking to get your butt kicked." Jack glared at the boy.

"That isn't the point!" Hiccup snapped. "You were comforted by music. Music, Jack. Not a living, breathing person or spirit. Nothing alive."

"Hey! Music comforts a lot of people, so don't talk about it as if I'm the only one on the planet who listens to music to help them get through things! Besides, Simple Plan is an amazing band, much better than some of the bands and singers we have today, who actually put some emotion into their songs and comfort you. There are a few songs about love, sure, but there's a nice variation of other topics as well, something that people can relate to without having to think about being in love or breaking up. They create a lot of songs that help people instead of just making them think soppy romantic thoughts that can bore a person to death. And if nothing else, they just so happen to be my _favourite _band, so continue in the direction you're headed, Haddock, and see where you end up."

"Someone's defensive about music." Merida muttered, only to stop as Jack glared at her. "Don't give me that, Merida, you know damn well that you'd get just as defensive if this was about your precious archery."

"Okay, lets break up this argument before it escalates into something unnecessary." Rapunzel soothed, pulling them away from each other. "Let's just watch the rest of the memories. I think we might be getting close to the end now."

"Hallelujah." Jack sighed. "I can't wait for this to be over."

_Jack looked up at the moon, his eyes empty and emotionless. He'd not been having a good day, having being forced to create yet another blizzard. Another blizzard that forced Jack to watch people get killed from the bitter cold. The words from the nightmare he'd had that night before Sandy offered to guard his dreams continued to haunt him, images flashing in front of his eyes, and once again, no one was there to snap him out of it. Once again, the world had left him alone to pull through it without any help._

"_Why?"_

"Oh for Manny's sake, not another depressing memory!"

_Blue orbs that were normally soft hardened as he began to glare at the moon, anger and hurt sparking in them as tears formed. "Why is it always me?! Why does no one else ever get any of this? Why do I have to be the one who constantly harms people, harms CHILDREN!" His whole body started shaking. "Is that why you don't talk to me? Is it because you're ashamed of me for creating blizzards? Well, here's a little newsflash for you, moon." He slammed his staff on the floor. "You created me! You made me like this, made me with this horrible curse that forces me to do things I don't want to do. What do you even do up there? Do you just sit there and deny that you ever created me? Because you know damn well that I'm here, that I'm suffering, because of YOU!"_

_He sank to his knees, trembling but still glaring at the moon. "ANSWER ME!" He shrieked. "Please! Why is it such a problem to say one thing to me? The other spirits seem to be fond of you, so you obviously communicate with them. So what is so different about me? What is so wrong with me that you can't talk to me? Is it because of my encounters with your precious guardians? Is that it?!" His glare intensified. "The Blizzard of '68 was an accident, you damn well know that. And I didn't know anything about seasons the first time I met Bunny, thanks to you not explaining anything to me. I try to break into North's workshop because I get bored and it's the quickest way to be acknowledged, even if I only end up getting thrown face-first in the snow again, and I sometimes hold Sandy up when I talk to him because NO ONE ELSE WILL LISTEN! Lightning and Bunny hate me, North has seen me only once, which I'm positive he's forgotten about, and you've never spoken to me except to TELL ME MY NAME!"_

_He hid his face in his hands. He knew the moon would still be able to hear him anyway. "Don't you understand?" He whispered. "If you just answered one of my questions, just gave me one companion, one friend who was always by my side, I might not be so bad. The tricks probably wouldn't stop, or the pranks, and I'd still end up causing trouble and hurting people, I know that. But if you gave me just one person to listen to me, one person who could help me, I'd try. I'd try my damn hardest. Just give me someone to care about. Please moon. Just give me a sign, a flicker of your moonbeams, a whisper in the winds. Give me something, anything, to show me that you're listening. Please, just answer me. Tell me how to get someone to see me. Do something, anything, just make this pain go away."_

_Silence._

_Jack sat there for a few more minutes, before he finally let out a heart-broken whisper. "I don't even know why I bother any more." He stood up, only to freeze in shock at the blizzard that surrounded him, one that had obviously started when he'd slammed his staff on the ground. For a moment his anger flared up, the small candle turning into a roaring fire, but when he saw the blizzard intensify, his shoulders and head dropped in defeat, not noticing as the blizzard immediately disappeared at his unconscious will for it to stop at once. "I can't even keep my own powers and emotions in check. I've probably already killed someone again." He rubbed his eyes to keep the tears back, not noticing that the blizzard obviously couldn't have been as bad or lasted as long as he thought since the town looked like it had a snow day instead of suffering from a blizzard for a minute or two. "Lightning was right, I shouldn't be here. I shouldn't exist."_

_His dull eyes drifted to the moon again, emotionless once more for a moment until a small piece of determination slipped into them. No more. He wasn't going to put up with this any longer. Everything was piling up, and he was so stressed, so hurt and so unbearably, painfully alone. Lightning had once told him to go and die, and his nightmare had told him that it would help save millions of lives. But what someone had forgotten to tell him was what Jack would gain from it. With death came the promise of peace, of not being in pain or getting hurt any more. If he died he could finally end all the torture, all the torment, all the suffering. He wouldn't be the one to kill people with blizzards, which meant children would be safe from him. It was a win-win situation, really._

_Jack's grip on his staff tightened as he made his decision. He couldn't take it anymore, there was no way he could last another day with this endless pain and suffocating loneliness and deafening silence. **It looks like Lightning's going to get his wish after all.** Jack thought with a dry smile. **Well, at least he'll be happy that I'm gone. Bunny, too. Actually, a lot of people are going to be happy that I'm dead. Good. At least the last thing I'm going to do is going to not only do everyone some good, but make them happy. **His fingers absent-mindedly traced patterns on his staff.** I've always loved making people happy.** He looked at Burgess one last time, a dead, fond smile rising to his face. "I'll miss you, Burgess. Thanks for being a home for me. Goodbye."_

_Just as Jack leapt into the air, perfectly ready to fly to Antarctica and do what needed to be done, music drifted from a teenage girl's bedroom window and landed on his ears. The wind held him in place for a moment, but just as Jack was about to ask the wind to continue to take him away, the singing started._

"_**I wanna start by letting you know this.**_

_**Because of you, my life has a purpose.**_

_**You helped me be who I am today.**_

_**I see myself in every word you say."**_

_Jack's eyes widened as he recognised the band instantly, and it made him want to stay for just a little bit longer, to hear the rest of the song before he went to leave this world forever._

"_**Sometimes it feels like nobody gets me.**_

_**Trapped in a world where everyone hates me.**_

_**There's so much that I'm going through.**_

_**I wouldn't be here if it wasn't for you."**_

_It did often feel like that, that no one got him. He was trapped in this cruel, cold world, and to be honest, no one really liked him except the wind. But the wind could easily find another rider, another companion. And he was going through a lot, dealing with the deaths of people as well as being walked through and unseen with so many questions. But what did that last line mean?_

"_**I was broken.**_

_**I was choking.**_

_**I was lost.**_

_**This song saved my life.**_

_**I was bleeding.**_

_**Stopped believing.**_

_**Could've died.**_

_**This song saved my life.**_

_**I was down.**_

_**I was drowning.**_

_**But it came on just in time.**_

_**This song saved my life."**_

_Jack's jaw dropped. How? How did it know what he was planning to do? By the sad smile on the girl's face, it looked like she had been thinking similar things and had put the song on to destroy those thoughts._

"_**Sometimes I feel like you've known me forever.**_

_**You always know how to make me feel better.**_

_**Because of you my dad and me**_

_**are so much closer than we used to be."**_

_Okay, so he didn't exactly have a dad to get close to, but that part didn't matter. If it was capable of making someone feel better, then that was something at least. And, if he was honest, he could feel the song starting to affect him in a positive way._

"_**You're my escape when I'm stuck in this small town.**_

_**I turn you up whenever I feel down.**_

_**You let me know like no one else**_

_**that it's okay to be myself."**_

_It was. It was okay to be himself. And why shouldn't he? No one could stop him. No one had any rights to stop him._

"_**I was broken.**_

_**I was choking.**_

_**I was lost.**_

_**This song saved my life.**_

_**I was bleeding.**_

_**Stopped believing.**_

_**Could've died.**_

_**This song saved my life.**_

_**I was down.**_

_**I was drowning.**_

_**But it came on just in time.**_

_**This song saved my life."**_

_Jack drifted closer to the window, emotions dancing in his previously dull and lifeless eyes. The girl had obviously put the song on to save herself. No, for it to save her._

"_**You'll never know**_

_**what it means to me.**_

_**That I'm not alone**_

_**that I'll never have to be."**_

_He'll never be truly alone, not if he had music by his side._

"_**I was broken."**_

_He was a broken toy, always put on the storage shelf, and he was broken inside, too._

"_**I was choking."**_

_Choking on the bitter loneliness that constantly shoved itself down his throat._

"_**I was lost."**_

_Lost in this world, never truly knowing where he was meant to go._

"_**This song saved my life."**_

"_**I was bleeding.**_

_**Stopped believing."**_

_He'd stopped believing a long time ago that someone would help him, that he'd one day be saved._

"_**Could've died.**_

_**This song saved my life."**_

_If it hadn't been for the girl and the song, he'd either be in the process of killing himself or dead._

"_**I was down.**_

_**I was drowning.**_

_**But it came on just in time.**_

_**This song saved my life."**_

_It had come on just in time. It had saved him. It had SAVED him. It had helped him up when he was feeling down, had rescued him when he was drowning in misery._

"_**My life, my life.**_

_**(This song saved my life.)**_

_**My life, my life.**_

_**(This song saved my life.)**_

_**My life, my life.**_

_**(This song saved my life.)**_

_**My life, my life.**_

_**This song saved my life.**_

_The song ended, but instead of flying of to Antarctica to do what he'd been planning to do, Jack just stayed there, hands over his mouth and tears in his eyes again. Only this time they were tears of relief. He gently frosted over the window as he stared at the girl, who seemed much happier now that she'd heard the song._

"_Thank you." He whispered. "Thank you, thank you, thank you."_

_He leapt back into the wind's embrace and let it's currents carry him away, only this time it was to bless as many places as he could with a snow day. He wanted to celebrate with the rest of the world, but he couldn't. So instead, he made up his mind to spread snow before returning to celebrate his new-found happiness in his home, Burgess, with a snowball fight with some kids. Looks like it wouldn't be the last time he saw his lake and the town after all._

_True to it's name, that song had saved his life._

**I'm a horrible person XD**

**I would like to quickly mention that I think I'm going to start the rewrites of the film in the next chapter and I have to say, I'm really excited, since I've been looking forward to that part for quite a while now. Although, when you leave your requests for the rewrites, please don't request the Easter incident, Pitch's lair, Antarctica or Jack meeting the guardians because those are definitely going in. So request something else, please.**

**Also, the memories won't end there. I'm going to throw in a couple of extra memories from after Jack became a guardian, mainly because I think it's unfair that I make them leave the memories with the guardians seeming like a bunch of jerks, but also because I promised that I will be writing about Jack meeting the seasonals, and I fully intend to keep this promise.**

**And now that I've said that, I might end up more motivated to write, since I actually have a rough idea with where I'm going with the rewrites of the film, instead of staring at a blank document while desperately emptying out my mental ideas filing cabinet to search for an idea that I'm not saving for later. So if you see updates running and crashing into like a train with this story, its because of that and the facts that I'm both looking forward to writing that and because I've got a two-week Easter holiday.**

**So, yeah, please drop a request by in a review, and remember to not include Easter, Antarctica, Jack meeting the guardians or Antarctica, because those are definitely being written.**


	26. Chapter 26

**Yeah, just a warning. I've been attacked by reviews on my new fanfic and I'm still getting over the shock. So the updates on this fanfic might be a little slower than I originally thought. Still, here is a chapter for you guys, so enjoy!**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I don't own any of the films in this fanfic**

There was silence for a few moments before Hiccup spoke. "Jack... just what were you planning to do?" Jack didn't get a chance to answer since Rapunzel shrieked and covered her ears. "Don't, Hiccup! Just don't. I don't even want to THINK about what Jack was about to do."

"I've changed my mind." Bunny stated simply. "This can't wait until we get out of the memories. Jack, we need to talk about this."

Jack gasped and tried to back away, only to have Bunny grab his wrist. He squirmed in the rabbit's grip in a desperate attempt to escape. "No, Bunny! You said we would talk after the memories were over."

"And I've just told you, I've changed my mind. We need to talk about this, and we need to talk about this now."

"I don't see why we need to talk about it now."

"Frostbite, you almost killed yourself!"

"And you promised!"

Bunny froze as he caught the look on Jack's face. His stomach dropped. "Oh no. Frostbite, please not the eyes. Anything but the eyes."

"You promised." Jack whined. "You might not have said that you promised exactly, but it was a promise and you know it. You know you can't go back on a promise. Besides, you're making Punzie upset." He added, motioning to the trembling blond who was still covering her ears in a pitiful attempt to block out the conversation. "Please Bunny, don't make me talk about this now."

"I – but – see..." Jack's face melted into the cutest puppy-dog look Bunny had ever seen. "Oh, fine! We'll talk about it later, just stop giving me those eyes!"

"What eyes?" Jack blinked in confusion, and everyone mentally groaned as they remembered that no one had told Jack about his ability with his eyes, aka the ability to look completely adorable in such a way that it would probably make even Pitch's knees tremble and give in to the winter child. They didn't tell him for one simple reason: he'd use it to his advantage all the time. It was better he remained oblivious to his talent.

"Never you mind, Frostbite." Bunny finally said, shaking his head fondly. "Just know that the eyes are evil and you should never use them."

"Your logic makes no sense. How am I supposed to avoid using these 'evil eyes' if you won't tell me what evil eyes I'm supposed to avoid using?"

"You know what, Frostbite? Just shut up."

"_SNOW DAY!"_

The yell made everyone jump and turn to the memory that they hadn't even realised had started. A small smile tugged at Jack's lips.

_Jack dived straight into the town without a care in the world at the possibility of falling and breaking his neck or something like that. Instead, he leapt around, frost spreading from under his feet and affecting cars and buildings alike. With a whoop he landed and skated across his lake, the wind blowing a book out of a young boy's hands. For some reason, the sight of the boy made Jack land as he knelt to the side and watched as the boy picked up the book. "Huh, that looks interesting. Good book?" As expected, he got no answer._

"Hey! That's Jamie!" Rapunzel yelled. Jack face-palmed. "You don't say?! And here I was thinking it was Pitch's brother."

Hiccup snorted at the typical Jack-like comment, and the winter spirit smirked. Finally, something that he could laugh off and joke about. Being serious and depressing was starting to get on his nerves.

_Two kids came bouncing up to the brunette, yelling about a snow day. A smile graced Jack's lips as he called after them. "You're welcome!"_

"_Hey guys, wait up!" The kid ran after the other two, who Jack was assuming were twins. Jack couldn't help but follow, interested in their conversation. "Are you guys coming to the egg hunt Sunday?"_

"_Yeah, free candy!"_

"_I hope we can find the eggs with all this snow!"_

"Bunny, you really should put something a bit healthier in those eggs." Tooth scolded. Everyone groaned as Bunny leapt to his holiday's defence. "It's my job to put chocolate in them, Tooth! If it was anything else, the kids wouldn't be interested. And sugar-free chocolate must taste horrible because no one ever has it." He completely ignored Tooth's splutter of protest. "Besides, if you're going to complain to anyone about Easter it should be Frostbite. I've told him countless times that snow and Easter don't go."

"You say that about your warren." Jack replied cheekily. "That doesn't stop me from putting snow in it though, now does it?"

"Jack, cut it with the smart comments."

"You think I'm smart?" Jack gasped dramatically as he put a hand to his chest. "Why Merida, that's the nicest thing you've ever said to me!"

"_Whoa." The kids squeezed through a loose board in a wooden fence, the twins pushing each other out of the way and the brunette with his nose still in the book. Jack walked along the top of the fence, staff slung across both shoulders. "It says here that they found Big Foot hair samples and DNA! In Michigan! That's, like, super close!"_

"_Here we go again." One of the twins sighed._

"_You saw that video too, Claude." The kid insisted, grabbing his sled and putting the book to one side."He's out there."_

"_That's what you said about the aliens." The other twin snorted._

"You never know." Jack said smartly. "As far as we know, they could be looking for intelligent life, took one look at our planet and decided against it. Even the aliens know that human beings can be stupid, stupid people."

"_And the Easter Bunny." The first twin, who Jack guessed was Claude, laughed._

"_Wow. The Easter Bunny is real."_

Bunny smiled upon hearing Jamie defend him.

"_Oh, he's real alright." Jack added. So what if they couldn't hear him? It didn't make him any less a part of the conversation. "Real annoying, real grumpy and really full of himself."_

"The Easter Kangaroo to a T." Merida snickered.

"Oi! I'm a BUNNY!"

"Ooh, step back." Jack snorted, holding his hands up in mock defence. "Look out everybody, here comes a bunny, the manliest animal man-kind has ever seen. Even the flowers that grow when he closes a tunnel are manly."

Rapunzel failed to hold back the round of giggles that corrupted her, but quickly managed to suppress them.

"_Come on, you guys believe anything." Claude laughed, pushing his brother again. A dog nearby barked, and a young blond girl began hopping down the steps to the house. "Easter Bunny, hop hop hop." Just as she jumped to reach the grass the dog behind her accidentally nudged her, causing her to fall to the ground. She immediately began to cry._

"_Mom! Sophie fell again!" The brunette called, with complete disinterest, making Jack almost laughed at how lazy the kid was. He watched as the mother came out of the house to check on the girl. "You okay, Soph?" She asked, before noticing something and turning to her son. "Jamie, hat? We don't want Jack Frost nipping at your nose." The woman placed a blue hat on his head, only for the kid, Jamie, to turn and look at her with confusion. "Who's Jack Frost?"_

"_No one, honey, it's just an expression." The mother replied, going back into the house. Jack, who had sat down by this point, looked back at her, offended. "Hey!"_

_Jamie chased after his friends, clutching his precious sled. Jack jumped off of the fence and grabbed a handful of snow, scrunching it up into a ball. "Who's Jack Frost?" He repeated, before blowing on the snowball and giving it a peculiar blue glow. He turned and, with perfect aim, threw the snowball at Jamie, watching in amusement as it hit him on the back of the head._

_Jamie turned, annoyed for a moment before there was a blue glimmer in front of his eyes. A smile tugged at his lips as he let out a small laugh and turned to his other friends. "Okay, who threw that?"_

"_Well, it wasn't Big Foot, kiddo." Jack commented, landing nearby._

_Assuming it was one of the two kids near a pile of snow – Jack recognised these two, Monty and Pippa – Jamie picked up a handful of snow and threw it at them, hitting first Monty, causing him to face-plant into the snow, and then Pippa, making her fall over. The girl looked up, annoyed. "Jamie Bennett, no fair!"_

"_You struck first!" Jamie laughed, although he was quickly distracted by Jack throwing a snowball at Claude and then his twin, Caleb if Jack remembered correctly._

"_Free for all!" Jack yelled, throwing another snowball at Jamie. The boy laughed and used his sled to block the second one. Jack leapt around, occasionally swinging his staff to create more snowballs and throwing his own at people. As Jack hit Jamie in the face with a snowball, causing the boy to fall backwards over a snowman, one of Pippa's snowballs whizzed over his head and hit a girl in the back of the head. She turned around, a scowl on her face. The kids immediately began to worry._

"_Rat, I hit Cupcake!" Pippa muttered. Monty pointed an accusing finger at her. "She hit Cupcake."_

"_You hit Cupcake?"_

"I think we've established that Pippa hit Cupcake."

_The girl approached the group of friends, not noticing the way Jamie hid under his sled, clutching the snowman's head, only to get hit in the face with another snowball. The kids looked baffled, not noticing the way Jack was balancing on top of his staff with his arm raised._

"How do you do that?" Merida moaned. "Surely you should fall off of the top of that stick of yours."

"Staff." Jack automatically corrected. "And I can balance on top of it because I'm the embodiment of awesomeness. If you look up awesome it the dictionary it should come up with the explanation 'Jack Frost'."

"I thought you were the embodiment of winter?"

"Exactly, and therefore that makes me the embodiment of awesomeness."

_There was a blue glimmer in front of Cupcake's eyes, much like there had been with Jamie's, and the girl began to laugh. Moments later, she ended up chasing the group around with the snowman's head, laughing along with them. None of them noticed Jack bouncing beside them._

"_Whoa, it's slippery." Jack laughed, as he created an ice path near Jamie so that the boy ended up falling on his sled and following the ice path. Somehow the others managed to stop in time, and yelled after him._

_Jamie yelled out in panic as the ice path led them out onto the street and main road, completely oblivious to the winter spirit by his side that was in control of the ice path making sure he was perfectly safe. Nevertheless, Jack still spoke to Jamie. "Whoa! Don't worry kid, I gotcha. Hold on, it's gonna be alright." Both of them remained unaware of the van behind them that ended up with a sofa falling out of it._

"Jack Frost, how dare you take Jamie out onto the main road like that!" Tooth's feathers ruffled as she flew into his face. "You could have gotten him killed!"

"Tooth! First of all, I'd had plenty of practice with penguins, so I knew what I was doing and exactly how to keep Jamie out of danger. Secondly, I was there! I was by his side the whole time to make sure he was safe. Do you really think I'd let him go sledding on an ice path in the street if I couldn't guarantee Jamie would make it out safely?"

"Yes."

Jack chose to ignore Hiccup's comment. "Besides, when I took you all sledding on that ice path when we went to get Jamie's friends during the fight with Pitch, I heard no complaints! And Jamie's never criticized me for it."

"But you probably would have flipped if it was your sister, wouldn't you, mate." Bunny snickered.

"No, I mean, yeah, I mean – look, that would be different! For starters, I didn't know Jamie, but Pippa would have been my own flesh and blood, making it my obvious duty to protect her. Secondly, if I'd have been a winter spirit, had a lot of practice and knew she would be safe, then yeah, I probably would take her on the same sled ride as Jamie. She would have loved it. If it was anyone else but me who took her on the same sled ride, then of course I would freak out, because I don't know how safe they are. But I would react in the same way with Jamie, as well. And he wasn't with someone who wasn't safe, he was with me!"

"Jack, that does make him with someone who isn't safe." Merida snickered.

_He ignored Jamie's protests and instead kept up with the sled ride, knowing that after the kid got used to it, the fear would drain away and he would begin to see the fun in the situation instead. "Keep up with me kid, take a left!"_

_Jack continued to lead Jamie through the street on an ice path, never straying very far from the child to make sure he was safe. After dodging a couple of complaining adults, Jack saw a smile come to the child's face and couldn't help his own laugh. Then they both spotted the vehicle in front of them._

"_Whoa." Jack quickly made a sharp turn to make sure Jamie wouldn't get squashed like a bug. The kid, completely unaware of the fact that he wasn't going to get run over, let out another yell and turned his head so that he wouldn't watch. The ice path ended in a small ramp, and Jamie's eyes opened again as his sled flew in the air for a moment. The smile on his face told Jack enough, and so the winter spirit completely ignored the fact that he fell head-first into a snowdrift._

"See, Jack? Dangers! Dangers everywhere, with you!"

_As opposed to the other kid's worried 'Oh my gosh!', Jack landed on a nearby statue with a huge smirk on his face. "Yeah!"_

"_Jamie, that looks serious."_

"_Are you alright?"_

"_Is he okay?"_

_Jamie got up, a little shaky on his legs but otherwise fine. Excitement was clear on his face. "Whoa. Did you guys see that? It was amazing! I slid – I did a jump and I slid under a car-" Jamie was cut off due to a sofa being slammed into him. Jack winced slightly. "Whoops."_

"See? I had no complaints from Jamie, and he was the one on the sled!"

_The other kids winced and slowly approached the sofa, only to stop as Jamie's arm shot up victoriously, clutching something white. The boy himself stood up quickly after, looking at the object in wonder. "Cool, a tooth!"_

"How there was not blood on that tooth I will never know."

"_Dude, that means cash!"_

"_Tooth Fairy cash!"_

_Jamie's friends quickly became distracted by the tooth, their fun forgotten leaving Jack on the statue. His good mood immediately fell. "Oh no. No!"_

Jack winced slightly. "Sorry, Tooth." He mumbled.

_The kids began to walk off, and Jack followed them, in a desperate attempt to get their attention. "Wait a minute, hold on, hold on! What about all the fun we just had? That wasn't the Tooth Fairy, that was me." He jumped in front of Jamie. Why, he wasn't sure, but he knew it was a bad idea. Still, he couldn't help but wish for this time to be different, for Jamie to bump into him. "What's a guy gotta do to get a little attention around here?"_

_No such luck. Jamie passed right through him. Jack took a step back for a moment, stunned, before letting out an irritated huff when the tingling feeling faded and turned to leave, shoving a hand in his pocket. As the wind immediately whisked him away, he couldn't help but feel disappointed. He'd really wanted someone to see him that time, wanted Jamie to see him most of all. He couldn't help but feel drawn to the kid for some reason. Something about the boy seemed familiar, but he couldn't quite place his finger on it. Still, he shook it off as he returned to his lake, planning to visit the boy that night in order to send a silent 'thank you' for playing with him that day and a 'goodbye', since he doubted he would every spent time with the child again._

"And there you have it. My oh-so-fun meeting with Jamie." Jack said cheerfully. "Although now I know why I immediately felt so close to Jamie. I guess I'd always known the kid was special, and some part of me knew that he'd always be extra-special to me."

"Favouritism much?" Rapunzel teased. Jack fought back a blush. "S-shut up! You all have favourites, don't lie! The only people who don't have favourite believers are Tooth, North and Sandy!"

"Whoa, hang on a minute, mate. Why aren't I included in that list?"

"Because you're favourite is Sophie, Kangaroo. And don't lie, you know it's true!"

"... Frostbite, shut up."

**And here come the rewrites of the film! Yay!**

**So, quite a few people wanted to see this scene, so I thought, why not? I didn't have that much of an idea for it, though, so I just went along with it. I guess this chapter is mainly to introduce the key going back to normal and me attempting to get my act together and not make everyone so OOC. Yeah, sorry about that.**

**Anyway, leave a request on what part of the film you want me to rewrite in the reviews, or, hey, just leave a review if you want :D I'll do my best to make sure it goes in.**


	27. Chapter 27

**So sorry about not uploading in a while, but two main things happened: Writers block, and Sherlock. Writers block practically tackled me and chained me to the ground in an attempt to stop me from writing, and my friend recently showed me the first two episodes of Sherlock when I went to sleep over at her house (and we would have watched more had the episodes not been so long and had we not been kicked into her room and forced to have a Doctor Who marathon instead). So I also got hit by a Sherlock obsession wave and I'm kind of waiting for it to pass. Plus, I was away for three days with the band that I'm in. But still, here is the chapter. Again, sorry for the wait!**

**Also, just on a quick note, I won't be able to update for about two or three weeks or so, since I'm going on holiday for two weeks and the day I'm uploading this is literally just a week until I go. So, yeah, no updates from me for a while. Sorry about that, guys.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I don't own RotG, HtTYD, Brave or Tangled**

_Jack wasn't exactly sure what to make of his situation. One minute he was standing on telephone wires watching Sandy's dreamsand, and the next he'd been shoved in a sack and tossed through a magic portal like he was some kind of broken doll. He couldn't think why. Bunny hated him, so why had he hunted him down to kidnap him? Surely it wasn't about the snow on the ground in Burgess, or he'd have just been yelled at on the spot. But what else could it be about?_

_As he landed harshly on the unfamiliar floor, Jack's ears picked up muffled mumbling. He struggled for a moment before the opening of the sack came loose and he could get out. There were a couple of elves staring at him but they scurried away when they saw that Jack had seen them. Jack pulled the fabric over his head as he looked up at the four figures standing in front of him. "Hey, there he is. Jack Frost!"_

"Is this when we summoned you to the pole when Pitch attacked?" Tooth asked, a confused look on her face. "But why would Manny show us this? We already know what happened."

"_Guardians, not all of you were present during the events of Pitch's attack."_ Came the instant reply._ "Especially after Sandy's unfortunate accident."_

"Chatty today, aren't we?" Jack muttered, holding back a shiver at the mention of Sandy's death. That was something he really didn't want to remember, thanks very much.

"_Wow." Jack muttered. "You've gotta be kidding me." Two yeti's randomly grabbed him to lift him up, something he did not approve of, before gently setting him back down again. They tried to brush him down only to have Jack shove them off. "I hope the yeti's treated you well?"_

"_Oh yeah." Jack snorted sarcastically at North. "Yeah, I love being shoved in a sack and tossed through a magic portal."_

_North looked pleased. "Oh, good. That was my idea." Jack fought the urge to roll his eyes. **Not sure if he doesn't know what sarcasm is or just ignored that it was sarcasm.**_

"So that's why you sometimes turn up to meetings in a bag with yeti's right behind you." Merida muttered. "North, you do know that people don't like being kidnapped just because you want them to get to a meeting, right?"

North ignored her.

"_You know Bunny, obviously." North continued, gesturing to the rabbit that had made his way to the wall. "Obviously." Jack replied, only for North to ignore his comment. "And the Tooth Fairy." The only female in the group fluttered up to his face. She was mainly covered in feathers, except for her face, had purple eyes, and Jack guessed that if she'd stop flying around for a minute, the wings on her back would be similar to a humming birds. "Hello, Jack. I've heard a lot about you. And you're teeth!"_

"_My – my what?" Jack stuttered for a moment, not sure if he'd heard right. But he must have, since the girl shoved her fingers in his mouth, pulling at his lips to look at his teeth. "Open up! Are they really as white as they say? Yes!" She gasped and pulled away. "Oh, they really do sparkle like freshly fallen snow." One of her helpers made some kind of noise, and Jack couldn't help but smile fondly. "Girls, pull yourself together. Let's not disgrace the uniform."_

Merida snorted slightly. "No offence Tooth, but what uniform?"

"_And Sandman." North finished, only to realise that the smaller man was asleep. "Sandy? Sandy? Wake up!" Sandy woke up and settled back on the ground. **Great, now that we're done with the introductions, I can find out why I've been kidnapped.**_

"_Hey, ho! Anyone wanna tell me why I'm here?" Jack asked, his attention quickly being drawn to Sandy. Golden symbols flashed above his head, too quickly for Jack to gain any understanding of what they meant. He quickly gave up. "Uh, that's not really helping, but – but thanks little man." He turned, absent-mindedly freezing a nearby elf that was offering him cookies._

"Did you really need to freeze that elf?" Rapunzel asked, looking at him curiously. "He was only offering you cookies."

"Knowing the elves, Punzie, there was probably something in those cookies."

"_I must have done something really bad to get you four together." Jack commented. For a moment he was about to search his brain to search for everything he had done wrong recently, but he was suddenly spiked with a random curious question. "Wait, am I on the Naughty List?"_

"_Ha! On Naughty List?" North laughed for a moment before his voice turned slightly serious. "You hold the record."_

"And in that moment, one of my goals in life was completed." Jack smirked.

"_But no matter, we overlook." North said dismissively. "Now we are wiping clean the slate."_

"_How come?" Jack asked. Despite the smirk on his face he was genuinely curious. What reason would anyone – North, especially – have to take him off the Naughty List? He certainly hadn't done anything that meant he deserved to be taken off the list. Nothing he could remember, anyway._

"_How come?" North repeated. "I tell you how come. Because now, you are guardian!"_

_He heard the sound of some kind of brass instrument – Jack didn't know the name – played by the elves and some banners came rolling down. Two yeti's held flaming torches up in the air. The mini fairies approached him with a flower necklace of some kind, but Jack wouldn't let them put it on him. The yeti's with the torches began showing off, twirling them this way and that while walking towards him. **Don't they know that fire and winter spirits don't mix?**_

"Not one of your smarter ideas, North." Hiccup sighed.

_Jack was struck with a mixture of confusion and anger, although he wasn't entirely sure why he was angry. His confusion was rather obvious, though. Why? Why make him a guardian? He had no special qualities, no believers, no nothing. He wasn't anyone. Nothing special. He was just... there. Just someone to spread winter. Of course Jack was fully aware of this, and he had learnt to accept the fact that he was a nobody. So why him? Why not someone else, who would be much better at the job, someone who was so much more important?_

_Despite not understanding why he was angry, he still was. And just because they'd made such a big deal out of this, it didn't mean he was going to accept it. His jaw clenched and his grip on his staff tightened, before he raised it in the air and slammed it back onto the ground, not caring that frost flew all over the place and that the wind had blown the torches out. From the corner of his eye, he saw the other guardians blown back a bit and the book that North had previously been holding in his hands being slammed right into his face._

"FACEBOOK!" Merida yelled, only to see everyone staring at her like she was mentally insane. "What? He had a book in his face!"

"_What makes you think I wanna be a guardian?" Jack demanded. For a second the others just stared at him, before North burst out laughing. Jack's irritation flared at how his question had been treated as a joke. That's all anyone ever took him as. A joke._

_North quickly stopped laughing to give Jack a slightly serious face. "Of course you do." He stated simply. **Who is he to tell me what I do and don't want?! **"Music!"_

_The elves began playing again, something that Jack did not appreciate. He liked music just fine, but it didn't mean he wanted something so precious to him being brought into this situation. "No music!"_

_The playing stopped once again, and a random elf threw it's instrument on the ground and stormed off, pushing one of it's friends out of the way. Jack ignored them. "This is all very flattering, but uh, you don't want me." He leapt up onto a table. "You're all hard work and deadlines, and I'm snowballs and fun times." He sat down. "I'm not a guardian."_

"_Yeah, that's exactly what I said." Bunny snorted._

"What did you say Bunny?" Rapunzel asked sweetly, frying pan in her hand. Bunny gulped and backed away. "I take it back, alright? I take it all back!"

"_Jack, I don't think you understand what it is we do." The Tooth Fairy – Manny, he really needed to find out her name, he sounded like he was five – said, flying up to him. Jack moved away slightly, distrust lurking in his gaze. She flew away slightly and gestured to the globe with yellow lights shining on it. "Each of those lights is a child."_

"_A child who believes." North added. "And good or bad, naughty or nice, we protect them."_

_That was the moment where Jack's mind would have gone onto a whole then-why-pick-me-because-I-hurt-children track had it not been for the fact that slim fingers had forced their way into his mouth again. "Tooth! Fingers out of mouth."_

"_Oh, sorry." The girl – Tooth, took them long enough to say her name – said. "They're beautiful." **Obsession much?**_

Bunny failed to hide a snicker while Merida didn't even bother to try.

"_Okay, no more wishy-washy, Pitch is out there doing who knows what!" North exclaimed, immediately catching Jack's attention. "Wait you mean the, the boogeyman?" Jack asked, snickering. It wasn't exactly like he could help it, since Pitch DID have a ridiculous name amongst the mortals. Was it really his fault if said name was hilarious?_

_Apparently North didn't find it funny though._

"_Yes. When Pitch threatens us," North gestured to the globe. "he threatens them as well."_

"_All the more reason to pick someone more qualified!" Jack argued, turning around to leave. He'd grown bored of having this conversation, and he was not going to allow it to develop even further._

"_Pick? You think we pick?" North asked. "No, you were chosen, like we were all chosen! By Man in Moon."_

"_What?" At the sound of Manny's name Jack turned around. Manny chose... him? But why? Why now? A sudden feeling of hurt and betrayal with a side of anger crashed into him like a wave. All of a sudden, he knew why he was angry._

_He never wanted to become a guardian in the first place. Guardians were stuck-up, selfish people who only really protected the children because they followed Manny's word like mindless sheep, with the exception of Sandy. And now not only was he being forced to be one of those stuck-up, selfish people that probably didn't give that much of a damn about kids which would ensure that he never got to play with those kids ever again, but Manny had given his purpose, the very thing he had begged for for three hundred years, the thing he had screamed about for hours until his throat was raw to someone else. Like it didn't matter. And he'd only been called in because they seemed to need his help with Pitch. Like some sort of spare wheel that was only used when needed. Once again, he was being treated like a broken toy that had no thoughts or feelings. And Manny didn't care. Was this some kind of a joke to him?!_

"_Last night Jack, he chose you." Tooth chipped in._

"_Maybe." Bunny added. But Jack wasn't listening. His focus was on the moon. "Man in Moon." He looked at the other guardians with a hint of jealousy in his voice. "He talks to you."_

"_You see you cannot say no, it is destiny." North continued. Jack continued to not listen to him, and went back to staring at the moon. That damn silent, traitorous jerk of a piece of rock floating around in space._

"_But why – why wouldn't he tell me that himself?" Jack let out an exasperated sigh and ran a hand through his hair. "After three hundred years this is his answer? To spend eternity like you guys," He turned to the guardians. "cooped up in some, some hideout thinking of – of new ways to bribe kids? No, no. That's NOT for me!" He spat the last part out as he glared at the moon once again, taking a step forward and throwing his arm down in frustration, before he realised what he'd said and who he'd said it in front of. He turned to the guardians once again. "No offence."_

"_How – how – how is that not offensive?" Bunny snapped, beginning to walk forward. Jack ignored him and instead turned to walk away again. "You know what I think, I think we just dodged a bullet. I mean, what's this clown know about bringing joy to children anyway?"_

"Bunny, if you could just shut your mouth now, that'd be great." Hiccup suggested.

_Jack stopped, rolling his eyes slightly before turning again to look at the rabbit. "Uh, you ever hear of a snow day? I know it's no hard-boiled egg, but kid's like what I do."_

"_But none of them believe in you, do they? You see, you're invisible mate. It's like you don't even exist." Ouch. Okay, that hurt. **Doesn't that overgrown ball of fluff realise that I already know that?**_

_Tooth gasped slightly. "Bunny! Enough."_

"You sound like a mother scolding a child." Rapunzel chuckled.

"Yeah, well, that's how I feel all the time." Tooth grumbled, earning a few laughs.

"_No, the Kangaroo's right." Jack stopped her, knowing that if the argument ended there he would never live down the shame of having someone else win the battle for him. Besides, he couldn't let Bunny get away with what he said without arguing a little. And it was fun to watch his reactions._

"_The – the what?" Bunny spluttered. The insult had the desired effect. "What did you call me? I'm not a kangaroo, mate." He began walking towards Jack again._

"Never try to convince someone that you're not a kangaroo when you're six foot one with huge ears and feet and call the person you're trying to convince 'mate' with an Australian accent. It just won't work."

"_Oh, and this whole time I thought you were." Jack countered. "If you're not a kangaroo," He took a step closer, eyes narrowing. Challenging him. "what are you?"_

_Bunny took the bait, leaning into Jack's face. "I'm a bunny. The Easter Bunny. People believe in me."_

Bunny's ears lowered in shame, completely missing the three glares that were sent his way. How had he missed the hurt that had been in Jack's eyes when he'd been so cruel to bring up his believers? How could he possibly say those things to Jack, the little brother he'd never wanted but couldn't live without? And now that he thought about it, had Jack's stance always been so... _tense?_ He looked between the memory and the Jack standing near him. Jack stood calmly, shoulders completely relaxed. Totally at ease with them all. In the memory he stood way too rigid, too ready to bolt and flee. Too defensive. And that hurt more than it should have.

_A small wave of hurt hit Jack that he desperately pushed down. He wanted to argue with that, but he couldn't. What could he say? Telling him that he didn't care about if anyone saw him or not would be an obvious lie, and one that everyone would see right through. As much as he hated to admit it, Bunny was right._

_North must have decided to break up the fight, because he took a step forward to stop them from developing the argument any further. "Jack, walk with me."_

**So, there's the chapter. Hope you enjoyed! And please leave a review if possible.**


	28. Chapter 28

**Hey guys! Guess who's back from Florida? :D In a way, I'm glad to be back. While it was awesome to go it also meant that I had no way of reading or writing fanfictions, so I had to go out and buy a notebook for the rare times we were in the hotel. Otherwise I would have gone insane. Still, here's the next chapter, which is mainly a bunch of mashed-up memories from parts of the film that I had ideas from but only in certain parts of the scene. So, enjoy!**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: When I left to go on holiday I didn't own anything. And even though I went to Disney, I still don't own anything**

"Well this has taken an awkward turn to the memories." Jack commented lightly. "We've gone from coming here as a group of friends to having three seasonal spirits looking ready to murder a long list of people. If seeing these were supposed to help us bond, then it's the strangest way of bonding I've ever seen."

Hiccup couldn't resist snickering in amusement. "Maybe we should try and refrain from killing people until the memories are over."

_Jack laughed in delight as he looked down at the snow below him from his place in the sleigh. Despite the threat looming above the guardians – and him, if Pitch thought that he was going to help the guardians – the take-off had been so cool. He honestly couldn't think why Bunny wouldn't like it. It reminded him of a roller-coaster. An incredibly dodgy and slightly dangerous roller-coaster, but a roller-coaster nonetheless._

_**I wonder.** Jack randomly thought. **If I fell from this height, would anyone look over the edge? **Well, only one way to find out. And he had the perfect victim in mind. If it worked, then great, he'd not only freak Bunny out but also gotten some proof that he did care about the winter spirit at least a little. If it didn't work, then fine, he never really liked the kangaroo anyway._

"_Hey Bunny." He turned to the furball. "Check out this view – WHOA!" He silently asked the wind to pretend to blow him off the edge. Interestingly enough, he heard Bunny's alarmed shout almost immediately and soon saw a head cautiously peeking over the edge. Jack allowed his leg to swing casually. "Aww, you do care."_

_Bunny scowled slightly. "Oh, rack off you bloody show-pony!"_

_Jack hopped into the sleigh once again, still curious about his discovery. **Very interesting indeed.**_

"I'm not sure if I should be shocked or amused at how casual you were with those thoughts."

Jack only snickered in reply to Merida's comment before the scene swirled and changed. Weird, they usually settled on full scenes instead of clips of his memories. Cool.

"_Hang on, is that... Jack Frost?"_

_Jack's eyes scanned the room cautiously, staff raised defensively and preparing himself for a fight should he be attacked. There was a small, dark chuckle from the Boogieman hiding somewhere in the shadows. "Since when are you all so chummy?"_

"_We're not." Jack replied simply, never once letting his guard down. Then again, did he ever let his guard down?_

"_Oh, good." The voice came from behind him. Jack spun around to face Pitch. The man had a bored expression on his face "A neutral party. Then, I'm gonna ignore you." He turned around with a smirk on his face. "But you must be used to that by now." Jack's eyes widened in slight hurt. Uncalled for, in his opinion._

"_Pitch!" Bunny's voice from behind him. The rabbit practically pushed him out of the way in an attempt to attack Pitch. "You shadow sneaking rat-bag, come here!" He didn't get a chance to do anything as Pitch materialized into the shadows once again._

"I think we can all safely say that Bunny had, in that moment, experienced his first 'no one hurts my brother but me' moment." Hiccup grinned. Rapunzel and Merida snorted in amusement.

_Jack grinned in excitement as the wind rushed through his hair, the sudden but seemingly natural urge to gather the most teeth and outdo everyone coursing through his body. He couldn't remember the last time he'd had so much fun. Especially now that he had others playing with him. While Tooth probably didn't approve of them turning her job into a game that they had made because of their competitiveness, he doubted she would complain. Thus, he could continue to have fun collecting the teeth with the guardians, although it had turned into stealing the teeth someone else had collected as well. He couldn't help but notice that while Bunny and North kept constantly teasing and stealing from each other, Sandy was the biggest cheat. Not that he really minded. Bending the rules was almost always fun, and never really harmed anyone so long as they weren't bent too much._

"And that is why I hate having to ask you all for help." Tooth sighed. "It just turns into a game."

"Aww, don't pretend you don't love it."

The scene flickered again, and suddenly their light-hearted mood was dampened. Jack's hands clenched into fists at the sight of it. **Of course.**

"_We've gotta help Sandy!" Jack called to North, spotting the little golden man surrounded by a ring of nightmares. How he was managing with just those two little whips, Jack had no idea. He couldn't help but wish that the choice of weapon would quickly be changed to something a little more effective._

_Jack suddenly spotted something else, and his breath caught in his throat. Pitch was behind Sandy. His arms raised, black sand forming an arrow, before his eyes narrowed to aim properly and he fired. The arrow dove straight into Sandy's back._

"_NO!"_

_Before Jack had even realised what he was doing he'd shot up into the air and was racing towards Sandy. **No, not Sandy! Anyone but Sandy! Take any of the other guardians, take me instead, but not Sandy! Please!** The golden man had dropped his whips and turned to face Pitch. The man was laughing. "Don't fight the fear, little man!"_

_**No! Fight it, Sandy! Please! **Jack forced himself to pick up speed, constantly begging the wind to go faster. He saw Pitch say something else._

_Sandy was staring at the man in horror, unable to hold himself up properly. As his hand met his golden cloud, he saw the sand around it turning black. Jack raised his staff. **Please, Sandy, just hold on, just for a little longer. Please.**_

_Sandy struggled to his feet to stare at Pitch with determination, letting the black sand take over him. Jack saw the last of his beautiful golden sand disappear. His heart stopped. "No..."_

_Anger surged through his body, and with a yell of fury he threw himself at Pitch, not caring that Pitch was fully capable of taking him down, not caring that he could get hurt, not caring about anything other than one thing. **You killed Sandy. He killed Sandy. PITCH KILLED SANDY!**_

_A wave of black sand rose up behind Pitch and rushed down to meet him. Jack stopped, suddenly realising that it may not have been such a good idea. He was pushed down by the sand, and a slight amount of fear struck his body._

_But there was also anger with that fear. No, not anger – rage. Sandy was the ONLY one who had given him a second thought in his three hundred years of isolation, the ONLY one who didn't look down at him with hate or disgust. He was the only one Jack could consider as a friend. And out of all the spirits he could have taken, out of ALL the guardians and holiday spirits and elemental spirits, Pitch had chosen to kill Sandy without a second thought. Like he was nothing more than an annoying fly that needed to be swatted and squashed. If Pitch thought he was going to get away with that easily, he had another thing coming._

_Jack could feel his icy magic inside him, begging to be released, needing to freeze something so desperately that it was trying to force it's way out of his chest. And it HURT. Hurt more than when he tried to contain his powers and they ended up ripping out of him anyway. He didn't even think that it was possible to hurt more than that. But he didn't care. Instead, he forced himself to get a better grip on them, enough of a grip to force them out of his staff and aimed at the wave of black sand instead of running around everywhere with no control. His ice froze over the sand like a powerful fire catching onto delicate trees. As it reached Pitch the ice exploded, sending them both backwards, and Jack found his world blissfully turning black._

Three out of four seasonals were staring at the scene in horror. They had been told about Sandy's death, of course, and they had been told it was awful, but never in their wildest dreams would they have imagined it would have happened like that. Jack just looked at the ground, fists still clenched at the memory. He was normally not a vengeful person, but he was glad that Pitch had gotten the beating he deserved for killing Sandy like that. He'd never been so mad in his life.

"Well." Hiccup finally said. "That was... unexpected."

"And here I was thinking that the memories might finally be a little more light-hearted." Jack sighed in mock despair. "Manny's starting to become like Steven Moffat – a complete and utter troll."

Merida couldn't help but snort, and the four original guardian's blank looks only made her laugh even more. Rapunzel giggled next to her while Hiccup smirked in amusement. As Merida calmed down, she managed to gasp out a sentence. "Sorry, Jack, I don't think that your mission to keep the guardians so up to date with the world we live in has succeeded yet."

"Well it should have, considering the amount of times you, Punzie and Jack have sat there yelling at a screen."

"... Hic, shut up."

**I'm sorry, but I had to include the Steven Moffat bit. It was too tempting to resist and I wanted to find a way of ending it that wasn't all doom and gloom or cheesy and cliché.**

**Yeah, this chapter would have been up sooner, but I had school right after I came back. However, I now have a week off, which gave me more time to write this chapter (after being forced to give myself several mental kicks to get me off my lazy butt and force myself to write)**

**Also, sorry that it's shorter than normal, but I had to upload something otherwise I'd have gone insane. Just look at how long I've taken to upload! *groans***

**So, as always, please review!**


	29. Chapter 29

**Hey guys! It's been, what, a month? Sorry about that, but there were a lot of band practices at school and I had an exam and there's been a lot to do and... okay, I'll shut up now.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: If I owned anything, no one would be interested due to my uneven and slow updates**

"I wonder what the next memory will be?"

Jack had a vague idea on what it would be, but decided to keep quiet. He honestly wished that Manny would just skip these memories, so that they could just leave and go back to the workshop. Then maybe he could leave fast enough through a window and avoid the little 'chat' he knew would be coming. By the time he came back he'd have some kind of story to tell them that would make them completely forget about their unnecessary need to talk.

"_We should get back."_

Jack's attention snapped back to the memory, and he almost groaned. No, not _this _memory. Hadn't he gotten enough of all of the 'we're so sorry' and 'it won't happen again' the first time around? The guardians didn't even know what had happened when he'd put Sophie back to bed, but they still apologized for not listening to him, and to be honest, it bored him.

"Isn't this after Jack went to bring Sophie back home?" Tooth asked, speaking for the first time in a while. Strange, she and North had never been so quiet. "Why would Manny show us this?"

No one needed to reply, they all knew the answer. Which was a good thing since Merida's mind was on other things anyway. "How the hell did you manage to bring Sophie back home when she didn't believe in you?"

"She was asleep. Whenever a person is unconscious, especially when they're dreaming, anything is possible in their minds, and they accept the strangest of thoughts instantly. They're dismissed as impossible and illogical once someone is awake again, but when they're asleep, they can accept anything, and that lets me touch them, because they can accept things the way they are." Jack explained. "That's also why I can touch people who have passed away. There is no consciousness there telling them that it's impossible for me to exist."

No one liked how casually Jack said he could touch dead people but no one wanted to mention it, either.

_Jack was about to go when he heard his name being called out, and it made him stop for a moment. "That, that voice, I know that voice." He muttered. He didn't even know how he knew it, but he did. Maybe it was someone from his past? When he was human?_

_The voice called out his name again, and he leapt into the air in search of it's source, looking anxiously around the area. The wind dropped him off in the forest and he found the broken bed almost immediately, and his eyes narrowed in interest. Baby Tooth tugged at his hoodie impatiently, but he waved her away, distracted, not noticing how she rolled her eyes. "Don't worry, there's – there's still time."_

Tooth gasped as she realised what was going on. "You're memories, they called out to you."

Everyone gave her a curious look. "If someone is missing a memory that they should have, then once they get into a certain distance of the tooth box it uses the voice of someone close to that person calling out their name. A tooth box can tell how close it's owner is by Memory Waves that are sent out a certain distance, but they can't be detected by any radar. Once the waves pick up a trace of their owner, the box waits for a few seconds before sending the signal, to bring them there. Jack's teeth called out to him because he was missing all of his memories from when he was human, and he should have had them."

"And none if this crossed your mind when Jack showed up with his tooth box?!"

"Well excuse me, but I was a little busy being focused on the destruction Pitch had caused!" Tooth snapped. "Especially after losing Sandy so soon. Besides, I didn't see anyone else jumping to his defence!"

Jack was ready to sit back and relax as an argument unfolded, but unfortunately for him that didn't happen since a strand of Rapunzel's hair and one of Sandy's whips wrapped around the ankles of the two arguing spirits and yanked harshly. Jack pouted childishly. "Hey, I wanted to watch that!"

_He cautiously approached the bed, peering at it before raising his staff and slamming it a few times on the wood, watching it fall into the hole. He hesitated for a few moments before jumping in._

"Curiosity killed the cat."

"Correction. Stupidity killed the cat, curiosity was framed."

"Fine. Die of stupidity then."

_Baby Tooth obviously must have followed Jack in because a moment later she was tweeting urgently and pulling on his hoodie. "Baby Tooth, Baby – come on! I have to find out what that is." He took a look around the lair, and his mouth dropped open slightly at the sight. There were bird cages everywhere, and inside every one of them was a group of Tooth's fairies._

Tooth tensed. "That jerk! How dare he cage my babies like that? Oh, when we get back I'm going to be having words with Pitch!"

"Join the club." Rapunzel muttered, knowing full well that Merida was already plotting violent and painful deaths for Pitch. They would probably have to get to him first if they wanted a piece of him.

_Jack flew from one cage to another, whispering to the tweeting fairies. "Shh, keep it down! I'm gonna get you out of here just as soon as I-"_

"_Jack?"_

_The voice cut him off, distracted him, and he turned around to see the millions of tooth boxes in hills on the floor. Somewhere in there was his own, full of the memories of when he was human. "As I can..." He let go of the cage and let himself fall to the ground, scrabbling around in search of his box, checking the end of each one._

"You're not gonna find it like that."

"Hic, shut up."

"_Looking for something?" A smooth voice echoed through the air, making Jack freeze for a second before he grabbed his staff and sent a bolt of ice at a shadow on the wall. It disappeared, and a cruel laugh followed. Jack followed it, leaping around upturned staircases until he spotted a dark figure on a slanted walkway. "Don't be afraid, Jack. I'm not gonna hurt you."_

"_Afraid?" Jack slid against the wall of it before walking forward, staff raised defensively. "I'm not afraid of you."_

"_Maybe not. But you are afraid of something."_

_**That was literally the dumbest thing I've ever heard in my three hundred years of existence. Of course I'm afraid of something, everyone's afraid of something! Moron. **"You think so, huh?"_

"_I know so. It's the one thing I always know, people's greatest fears." Pitch looked like he was concentrating for a moment before he turned to Jack. "Yours is that no one will ever believe in you."_

_Jack's face turned into one of shock and horror. How did Pitch know about that? No one was ever supposed to know about that! He didn't see the shadow creep up to him until he had fallen through it, accidentally letting go of his staff. When he landed he scrabbled around for it desperately, wanting the familiar feeling of it in his cold hands, needing the security it brought. He quickly found it, and latched onto it desperately._

"_And worst of all," Pitch's voice continued. "you're afraid you'll never know why." Jack's breathing was heavy, and he leapt to his feet as quickly as he could and ran, searching for a way out, for a way to escape this nightmare. Maybe he would be able to get to the guardians and show them where Pitch's lair was. But he had to get out, first. "Why you?" Jack's hand found a wall, and his heart rate increased. He quickly turned his back on the wall, not wanting to be attacked from behind. He searched for the voice in panic. "Why were you chosen, to be like this?" A shadow fell across him and he looked up, his eyes wide. And yet it seemed he still couldn't take this situation with a bit of humour, since a part of his brain couldn't help but think, **Really Pitch? Cornering someone against a wall. How predictable and cliché.**_

"_Well fear not, for the answer to that is right here." Jack froze as Pitch held out a golden box with the picture of a boy with brown hair and a mischievous smirk on his face. "Do you want them, Jack? Your memories."_

_Jack's hand reached out to take them. Of course he wanted them. He needed to know who he was, what he had done to deserve this life of isolation. But he forced himself to stop once he realised what he was about to do. **It's a trick. It's just a trick.**_

_Pitch laughed again as he disappeared into the shadows. Jack quickly tried to chase after him, searching the walls for any strange shadows. "Everything you wanted to know in this little box."_

_Pitch's shadow appeared on the wall, holding the box out teasingly before it disappeared. Jack chased after it as a harsh laugh rang out. Pitch continued. "Why did you end up like this? Unseen, unable to reach out to anyone. You want the answers so badly, you want to grab them and fly off with them, but your afraid of what the guardians will think. You're afraid of disappointing them." Pitch's shadow was everywhere, and in the confusion, Jack lowered his staff. "Well let me ease your mind about one thing. They'll never accept you, not really."_

"_Stop it, STOP IT!" Jack yelled, trying to cover his ears and block out the words. **He's lying. Pitch is lying. The guardians wouldn't do that, not to me. He's just trying to mess with my head. It's not true, it's not true, it's not true.**_

"_After all," Jack's head lifted, fear plain on his face, and he finally saw Pitch emerge from his hiding place in the shadows. "you're not one of them."_

"_You don't know what I am." Jack ground out, raising his staff threateningly at Pitch. But he was shaking. Pitch was getting to him, and they both knew it. And there wasn't a damn thing Jack could do about it._

"_Of course I do, you're Jack Frost!" Pitch scoffed. "You make a mess wherever you go." Jack's staff lowered slightly. "Why you're doing it right now."_

_A golden box flew towards him, and on instinct he grabbed it. Jack looked down at the tooth box in his hand, and he suddenly realised something. **Pitch wouldn't just give this to me for no reason. He's done something.** He looked up at the boogeyman. "What did you do?"_

"_More to the point, Jack, what did you do?" Pitch replied, before smirking and disappearing into the shadows once again. With a small yell Jack raced towards him, swinging his staff blindly when he suddenly realised that he didn't feel a small weight on his shoulder, and he couldn't hear a buzzing sound next to his ear. He turned and ran back the way he came, only to slam straight into a stone wall. He hit it with his hand in frustration before looking up, concern written on his face. "Baby Tooth!"_

_Jack turned around as if he hoped that he would find the little fairy buzzing in front of his face, but he spotted something else. He looked down at his feet and his eyes followed the trail they found._

"_Happy Easter, Jack."_

_There were broken Easter eggs everywhere._

"_No..." Jack muttered, before breaking into a run to follow the trail._

"Going to kill him." Merida hissed. "Definitely going to kill him. Going to kill him so much that even that damn moon won't be able to bring him back, because I'll kill him and cut him into tiny pieces before spreading them all over the Sahara desert."

The other guardians ignored her. "So that's where you were." North muttered.

"Jack! Why the hell did you think it was perfectly okay to just leap into Pitch's lair and try to face him on your own? Why the hell didn't you come and get one of us?" Bunny yelled. Okay, so it was years ago, he knew, but that didn't stop him from being worried.

"Whoa, Bunny, calm down. I'm fine, see? No deadly scratches full of poisonous black sand or anything."

"Jack! That's not funny! Anything could have happened, why didn't you come back to get us?! Pitch could have knocked you out and you could have been used for bait. He could have killed you!"

"But I wasn't, and he didn't, so I don't see what the problem is!"

"No, of course you don't." Rapunzel muttered. "You really don't care about your own safety, do you?"

"Oh for the love of – can we just skip this argument and get to the next memory? In fact, can we just leave now? You know why I was late, so there's no reason to go any further."

The scene swirled again, and Jack paled. "Actually, on second thoughts, lets continue the argument."

**So, yeah, sorry it was so late! But I'm back now, and I swear I'll try not to let it happen again!**

**Leave a review please. Please? Reviews encourage me!**


	30. Chapter 30

**Uh... hi again?**

**Yeah yeah, I know, I'm crap at updating quickly and I used to update a lot more, but, you know, life got in the way... getting on with it now.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: Owning any of these would involve animation skills. My animation skills are minus infinity. Okay? Okay.**

"Come on, Manny, you can't show them this memory! You just can't!" Jack whined. "You won't have any guardians any more if you do, Merida will kill them, you know she will! Let's just end the memories here and not have to deal with them, okay?"

"Please say okay back, please say okay back." Rapunzel prayed. When Manny continued to stay silent, she groaned. "He had the perfect opportunity to quote The Fault In Our Stars."

"Punzie, only you and Hiccup have read that book, don't go on about it. I don't know how you can like a book that made you lock yourself in your room and cry for a week."

"Shut up, Merida! You haven't read it, you don't understand my pain and suffering! Besides, I promised Jack that I'd let him borrow it today after lunch. It's not _my_ fault that Manny decided to bring us here."

"_There's no such thing as the Easter Bunny."_

_Bunny's face fell in despair, not wanting to believe what he'd just heard. "What?"_

_The kids started to leave, their belief gone. "No, wrong, not – not true." He hopped in front of a kid, hoping it would get his attention."I'm – I'm right in front of you mate."_

_But it didn't. He was only walked through._

"_They didn't see me." Bunny said in disbelief. Then again, in despair. "They didn't see me." He curled in on himself, and Tooth fluttered over to comfort him. Jack could only watch from a distance, his eyes pained as he felt for the holiday spirit. **No one deserves to be walked through like that.**_

"Is this Easter?!" Bunny yelped. "Why is Manny showing us this?"

Sandy looked puzzled at the distressed look on his friends faces, having never found out what had gone on at Easter. Tooth covered a hand with her mouth. "Oh Jack, I'm so, so sorry. I should have known, I should have known..."

Jack was too busy with the moon to bother to argue against Tooth's apologies. "Come on, Manny! They don't need to know! Everyone who wasn't there doesn't need to know! Do you really want three out of four of your original guardians to be dead? Because you know that they will be if you continue this memory. Let's just go back to the workshop and forget that this ever happened, okay? But, for the sake of this entire planet, do not let this memory finish!"

The moon stayed silent.

"_Jack!" Jack turned at the sound of North's voice. The man was wielding both of his swords and he looked exhausted. "The Nightmares attacked the tunnels. They smashed every egg, crushed every basket, nothing made it to the surface."_

_Jack's guilt only increased, wishing he'd been there to help. He didn't notice Tooth fluttering over to him until she spoke. "Jack!" She flew next to North, looking pleased to see him until her eyes landed on his hand. She gasped. "Where did you get that?"_

"I don't like where this is going." Hiccup muttered to Rapunzel, who nodded.

_Jack looked down to see himself clutching his tooth box. He'd almost forgotten it was there. That's right. He needed to tell the guardians about his little encounter with Pitch. But how was he supposed to explain it? "I was – it's-"_

"_Where's Baby Tooth?!"_

_Jack couldn't even form a proper sentence in his head. What was he supposed to say? How could he tell them what had happened when he'd gone to drop Sophie off? Why oh why did he have to follow that voice? **Stupid, stupid, stupid!**_

_Tooth took Jack's silence as the answer to something else. She covered her mouth with her hands. "Oh Jack, what have you done?"_

"_That is why you weren't here?" North asked, standing up a little. "You were with Pitch?!"_

_Jack's breath caught in his throat. Were they really accusing him of what he thought they were accusing him of? No, they wouldn't, they wouldn't. "No listen, listen." He sighed. He didn't know what to say to make them understand. "I'm sorry! I didn't mean for this to happen."_

_He only realized after the words escaped his mouth what that sounded like he was saying. But he didn't get a chance to correct himself as there was a voice behind him. "He has to go."_

_Jack turned to find Bunny standing behind him (when had he moved?). His eyes widened in alarm. No, no, this couldn't be happening. It just couldn't. Pitch must have knocked him out at some point and given him a nightmare. "What?"_

_Bunny's fists clenched, and Jack could see the anger and hurt in his green eyes. The fist came up, as if the holiday spirit was going to punch him in the face. "We should never have trusted you!"_

"You shouldn't have trusted him?" Merida's voice was low and dangerous. Everyone took a step back, except for Bunny, he took two back. Or three. Or four. Or five. Or ten. Or a million. It didn't matter how many. "_You _shouldn't have trusted _him?!_" More steps back as the summer spirit's anger increased. "_HE _SHOULDN'T HAVE TRUSTED _YOU!"_

"Merida, I know that you're angry, but calm down!"

Merida ignored her brother's pleas and took a threatening step towards the trembling rabbit. "You didn't even give him a chance to explain! None of you did! For all you know, he could have just found it lying on the ground, and Baby Tooth could have gone off to collect teeth or something! But does any of this cross your minds? No! Because you all just jumped to conclusions! For all you go on about needing to protect the children, you never damn well protected Jack!"

"I'm not a child." Jack muttered. He was three hundred and twenty one, for Manny's sake!

"And what were you planning to do when you raised your fist?" Merida continued, targeting Bunny. "Were you going to punch him? You have _claws!_ You could have seriously _hurt_ him! You nearly broke your oath!"

"But he didn't, so murder isn't the answer!"

Hiccup and Rapunzel tore their eyes away from the argument for a second to look at the scene. It seemed that Manny thought this might go on for a while, since it was frozen, as if someone had pressed the 'pause' button on Jack's memories. Interesting.

"And you two didn't do anything to help, either!" Merida snapped, turning on North and Tooth for a moment, both of which looked away in shame. "You just stood there and watched! I bet you wouldn't have done anything if Bunny _had_ punched Jack, since you were so eager to think that Jack had betrayed you."

"Merida, come on, that isn't exactly fai-"

"I'm going to kill you." Merida hissed at Bunny, who's ears were pinned back in fright. Every instinct he had was screaming at him to run as the summer spirit began to advance on him, looking ready to pull her bow out. "I'm going to tear you apart, limb from limb, slowly and painfully. And then I'm going to cook you and we're going to have Easter Kangaroo the next time we get together for dinner, you son of a-"

"MERIDA STOP IT!"

Merida cut off as Jack stood in front of her and flung his arms out, as if he was going to shield Bunny from his sister. He glared at her. "Don't you dare try to pin all the blame on Bunny! It wasn't his fault!"

"Oh, so it wasn't his fault that he moved to beat the life out of you? And don't say he wouldn't, because you know he would!"

"Don't play this game with me, you know exactly what I'm saying! It wasn't his fault that he thought I'd gone to Pitch and made a deal with him. All the evidence was making it the most likely explanation. What would you have done if I'd shown up with something that the enemy had taken and without something precious that hadn't been taken? It's not like they knew about what happened at Pitch's lair. I'd shown up just after the nightmares had gone, right after Bunny had been walked through, with Baby Tooth missing and my tooth box in my hand, which Pitch was supposed to have. Of course they were going to assume that I'd struck some kind of deal, they didn't know me! They hadn't known me long enough to know that I would never betray them like that. It was a perfectly natural conclusion to land upon! I shouldn't have expected anything else."

"If they'd of _bothered _to get to know you during those three hundred years-"

"Oh for Manny's sake, how were _they _supposed to know that they'd need me-"

"Does that make it right for them to ignore you-"

"Stop trying to chance the subject, Mer, the point of the matter is that it was perfectly natural for them to think that I'd betrayed them with all of the evidence-"

"And that makes it okay for Bunny to go to attack you-"

"HE DIDN'T KNOW!"

Merida blinked, not expecting Jack to yell like he had. "He's not a mind reader, Merida, and he can't see into the past, just like he can't see into the future! Besides, this happened _five years ago,_ so what's the point in killing him _now _when I've already forgiven him for something that wasn't his fault?!"

There was a moment of silence before Hiccup spoke. "So, are you done? Can Manny continue the memory now? Because I don't know about any of you, but I'd quite like to get out some time today, thanks."

Merida sent one last glare to Bunny before nodding and allowing the scene to start playing again.

_Jack flinched back, staring at Bunny with wide eyes, breathing heavily, not wanting to believe that he'd nearly been hit. No, no. This couldn't happen. Not now, when he'd just gotten a chance to gain some friends. It couldn't._

_Bunny lowered his paw, calming down a bit. When he spoke again, his voice was dejected and hurt. "Easter is new beginnings, new life. Easter's about hope, and now it's gone." Bunny sighed and looked at Jack again before turning and walking away. Jack turned to look at North and Tooth again, desperate to see something, anything, that gave of even the slightest hint that they would listen to what he had to say. But they turned away too. The feeling of betrayal washed over him, trying to drown him, and his throat tightened and his eyes clenched but he couldn't cry, not here, not in front of them. Not in front of the people who had turned him away, cast him aside. Just like Pitch had told him. **He was right. Oh god, Pitch was right.**_

_Jack pulled something out of his pocket and stared at it for a moment before dropping it on the ground and turning, leaping into the wind's embrace, knowing that it knew where he wanted to go. He let the wind carry him away, not looking back, not knowing that later the guardians would go to pick up what Jack had dropped to discover North's tiny wooden baby lying on the ground and realize their mistake. Because all he knew was that he'd been pushed away and they would never, ever let him back in._

**Again, so sorry for the wait! I've grown terrible at updating, I know! *cries***

**And also, further news. I'm going to summer school in a week and won't be back for a week. Also, some time during the holidays (not sure when) I'm going somewhere for this dumb joint birthday and then will be off on holiday with my best friend for another week (my parent's apology for making me go away somewhere I don't want to go for a weekend). So there might not be updates for a while. Really, really sorry about all of this, guys!**


	31. Chapter 31

**Hey guys! Guess who's back from summer school? :D**

**Now in a couple of weeks or so I'm off on holiday (after being dragged somewhere I don't want to go to) so I'm hoping to get this up before then as an apology.**

**Also, just so you know, I'm working on the next chapter of Each Snowflake Is Unique, so please bear with me while I try to type it up quickly enough so that I can update it soon.**

**Before I start, here's a quick trigger warning: there IS some thoughts about self-harm in this chapter, so please be sure you're alright with reading about this before you continue**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I own my laptop. I do not, however, own any of the characters mentioned in this chapter**

"How long are you willing to bet that those two will ignore each other?" Hiccup whispered to Rapunzel, who started smirking immediately. She glanced at Merida and Bunny, who were refusing to look at each other, Merida with her back to the holiday spirit. "Five bucks say that Merida will be talking to Bunny again by the end of the memories, but will still be angry with him."

"Ten says that she won't even want to look at him until the end of the week."

"Fifteen."

"Thirty."

"Twenty five."

"Done."

Meanwhile Jack was trying to convince a very annoyed and disappointed Sandy that it was fine, he didn't need to argue with the guardians, and that he didn't need to throw them around the workshop with his whips when they finally got out and he left to spread winter. And so far, he wasn't succeeding.

"Come on, Sandy, surely you can stop being mad at them? They made a mistake, it's not like they knew."

'They thought you betrayed them without giving you a chance to explain, Jack.'

"I know, I know, but like I said, it happened five years ago! Is there really any point in holding a grudge against them?"

'Point taken, but I will be having words with them when we're done.'

"Sandy, that really isn't-"

Jack was cut off by another memory starting.

_The wind howled in his ears, furious that it's rider had been betrayed like he had, but Jack barely even noticed. The screaming in his head was much louder and it took all of his willpower not to let it go too soon. If Lighting or any other spirit heard him, he'd never hear the end of it. Besides, he wanted to hold onto his self control as much as possible. He certainly didn't want to cause a blizzard somewhere that might hurt someone._

_What was left of his rational thoughts dissolved, however, the minute he landed in Antarctica. He screamed at the top of his lungs and dropped to his knees, tugging at his hair in frustration. He screamed and screamed until his voice was hoarse, and continued screaming after that anyway. Jack slammed his fist into the nearest block of ice, not knowing or caring what damage it might do to his hand._

_Now that the screams in his head were being let out, Jack could hear other voices, too. Ones that snapped and scolded him, telling him he should have known better. **You didn't really think that they would accept you, did they? You idiot! As if anyone would want you, Jack Frost.**_

_Jack cursed at the voice invading his thoughts. He was trembling violently and his throat hurt but he didn't care. How could he care? The guardians might actually lose, Pitch might plunge the world into another Dark Ages and it would be all his fault._

_**You should have known this would happen.** The voice piped up again. **It's not like the guardians really wanted you to join, anyway. They were just obeying the Man in the Moon. If you were really meant to join, then he would have told you directly. They just needed you to help out with Pitch, which you messed up, anyway. You shouldn't have gotten involved, because now the guardians are going to lose. And let's face it, the only guardian who took the time out of their life to even give you a sideways glance without yelling at you was Sandy, and he died because of you.**_

"_SHUT UP, SHUT UP, SHUT UP!" Jack screamed, slamming his head against the ice. His hands went back to gripping his hair. He just wanted everything to stop, wanted the voices in his head to be quiet for five minutes. But they didn't stop. **This is all your fault, Jack. You couldn't be satisfied with killing people and making people hate your season, could you? You had to go and ruin all of the children's lives and make them live in fear. See, this is why you should have killed yourself years ago.**_

"_Stop it, please, just stop." Jack sobbed. He was well aware that he had tears pouring down his face at such a pace that it was like his eyes had been replaced by waterfalls, but he didn't care. This breakdown had been coming for three hundred years, and having the guardians betray him is what finally pushed him over the edge._

_**They didn't betray you.** The voice started again. **You betrayed them. You idiot. Why did you go to Pitch's lair and chase after that damn voice? You would have gotten your memories at the end anyway. And now you've thrown away your chance. Are you happy now? You've lost your only chance for companionship because of some stupid memories. Congratulations. Lightning should have killed you when he had the chance.**_

_Jack couldn't even be bothered to protest out loud any more. He just fell against the snow, sobbing his heart out, accepting the words as they came to him because they were all true. Everything that was going to happen was because of him. It was all his fault. Maybe Manny would just completely strip him of his existence and throw him into Hell, where he would melt, like he deserved. No, he deserved worse than that. He'd deserved those centuries of isolation. He deserved even more. Because the future of this world was doomed and it was because he was so damn stupid and had to screw up._

_**You're regretting it now, aren't you?** The voice sounded gleeful, in a kind of sick way. **You're regretting not doing something to stop all of this. It would have been better if you had died, not Sandy. Then all of this madness would come to an end, and the guardians wouldn't fade out of existence. **Jack sobbed even harder.** You could just kill yourself now, you know. Get it over and done with. You know how to form a knife out of ice. You could end your miserable life right here and right now.**_

_Jack stopped for a moment, tears still rolling down his cheeks, actually considering it. **But you're not going to do that. Because that would be a kind, merciful thing to do to you. And you don't deserve the pleasure of being dead, don't deserve that wonderful, blissful feeling of nothingness. The guardians will get it, but you won't, because you deserve so much worse than that, don't you? **His sobs started up again. **Oh, you pathetic little crybaby. Look at you, wailing and whining like an infant. I've seen toddlers in agony who complain less than you do. Is that all you can do with your life? Sit there and feel sorry for yourself? How do you think the guardians feel? Losing belief can't feel great. They must be going through wave after wave of white-hot pain, and they're not snivelling in the corner like five-year olds. Get your act together, you wimp! No wonder you were alone for centuries.**_

_Jack tried to stop crying, he really did, but he couldn't. The tears just came faster and faster and his sobs became more desperate. The voice still didn't give up. **Look at you! You're such a baby. You can't even control yourself enough to stop crying. Imagine what the blizzard could do to people. Hey, speaking of blizzards, that was your fault, too. Blizzard died because of you. In fact, so did Walter and Thunder. And so many others. The list is far too long. I bet even Death himself hears your name and scoffs in disgust. You've probably taken more lives than he has.**_

_Jack curled up on the ground and whimpered pathetically, hands covering his ears as if it could block out the noise of that voice that was making him feel worse. He was sure that having an off day and a negativity attack combined would hurt less than this overwhelming feeling of despair and heartbreak and pain that threatened to drown him. If only it would kill him along the way. Why couldn't he have drowned with the people on the Titanic? Why couldn't those dolphins have left him alone before that? Why were there things that saved his life when he didn't even deserve to live? Couldn't anyone just let him die in peace?_

_The wind swirled around him anxiously, but he only sobbed harder and yelled at it to go away. It did so, and he immediately regretted it. The wind had been the only constant thing in his life, and he'd pushed it away. **Nice going, Jack. You're having a great time hurting everyone today, aren't you? Maybe the wind will finally leave you, and then you'll know what it's really like to be alone.**_

_Jack resisted the urge to whine and curled up even further, wishing that he had the strength to put up his barriers again. After this he really would know what isolation truly was. He'd always complained about being alone, but how did he think the wind felt? There he was again, taking things for granted, never thinking of others. Would he ever stop? Or would the only way to stop hurting people be to stop breathing? That option was suddenly very appealing._

_But he couldn't, not now. He couldn't go and kill himself just because he was too much of a coward to face what he had caused. He was the reason for all the bad things Pitch was about to do, and he had to face the consequences. Which would probably be even more years of isolation, because that would be the most painful punishment he could get._

_Jack supposed it shouldn't be. Surely after three hundred years of it, he would be able to take a few more centuries, but it wouldn't be the same. It would never be the same. He'd gotten a mere taste of what it was like to have friends and he was already addicted to it. It was a beautiful, sweet taste, one that he knew he would never be able to get enough of. He'd never understood why human teenagers got addicted to things like alcohol or cigarettes or – Manny forbid – drugs. But he understood now, oh how he understood. Companionship was his drug. It was addictive and sweet and perfect and he would never be able to get enough of it. He would always crave it's delicious taste, no matter how much of it he received, it wouldn't be enough. The only difference was with that a drug, you could quit and if you found the right things or people to help, you wouldn't really need or crave it. He knew that would never be his case. He would never be able to quit this drug of his, never stop craving or needing it for even a second. But his drug was gone forever, and he would never even get to experience the beautiful high it brought, how it felt to fully have his hands on the drug._

_Now that he thought about it, though, if the high of an actual drug really silenced your mind like some teenagers claimed, he might not oppose to the idea of giving them a try._

_But no, he shouldn't make things easier for himself. He should make things harder, much more difficult, so that he could get the pain he really deserved. Even then it might not be enough. But maybe if he felt enough pain, he might feel some kind of satisfaction that he was getting what he deserved._

_His mind wandered slightly more, and he was completely oblivious to the fact that he was rubbing his wrists through his hoodie sleeve. He wondered how much pain he could give himself before he felt satisfied, if he felt satisfied, and how many forms he could bring it in. Emotionally and mentally, he was certain of, but what about physically? What would it feel like to have a blade piercing his skin, drawing blood to the surface? What would it feel like if he burned a mark into his skin, making the scar permanent and obvious to everyone around him that he was broken, damaged and useless beyond repair. Would it make a difference if he slammed his head into a tree until it bled? Would the pain just feel like normal pain? Or would it be more, so much more?_

Jack was, at this point, glaring at the moon as if it was the cause of all human pain and suffering in life. **Thanks a lot, Manny. Now they're gonna want to have even more of a 'talk' than they already do when we get back.**

_Eventually Jack snapped himself out of it. He was sat there feeling sorry for himself for Manny knows how long while the guardians were still out there fighting to keep the peace. They might have already succeeded in defeating Pitch, if Jack hadn't been so damn stupid and gone to get his memories._

_His memories! He'd completely forgotten that they were even in his pocket. A sudden wave of anger broke through his pathetic wall of self-pity, and he pulled out the small golden tooth box and glared at it as if it had personally offended him. His fists clenched and he got to his feet before running to the nearest cliff, fully intending to throw them over the edge._

_But he stopped just before he let them go, unable to bring himself to do it. He couldn't. He'd worked so hard to gain these memories, and now he had them in his hand, just waiting to be watched, to let him know all about his past life. He knew that he should just get rid of them, because what use were they if they cost him his potential friendships, but that didn't stop him from wanting to know. And that need to know is what stopped him from disposing of them. He sighed and looked at the tooth box again, cursing himself for being so weak. **Coward.**_

"_I thought this might happen."_

_Jack stiffened at the voice, surprise taking over him for a short while before the anger returned. Pitch. That jerk. The reason that all of this had happened. He was just as much to blame for all of this as Jack was. His fists clenched, and he suppressed the sudden desire to punch the Nightmare King in the face until his nose was broken and his teeth were falling out and his lip was split and his eyes were swollen shut and there was at least one trail of blood pouring down that damn black dress of his._

"_They never really believed in you. I was just trying to show you that." Several curse words came to Jack's mind that he would probably never say out loud had he been a human teenager and in front of an adult. In fact, even if an adult wasn't there, he'd probably still not say them. But Jack honestly couldn't give a damn at this point. "But I understand."_

_That did it. Pitch?! Understand?! Ha. As if. Never in a million years would he want sympathy and understanding from someone like Pitch Black. He'd rather die. He'd rather get walked through by every single child that ever existed and that will exist than have to relate to the likes of Pitch._

_He turned and swung his staff, sending a blast of ice at the man, who was lucky to shield it so quickly. But Jack still didn't care. If he couldn't punch him in the face, then maybe he could freeze him. So he leapt to the other side of Pitch, swinging his staff again. "You don't understand anything!"_

_Pitch blocked his attack again. "No? I don't know what it's like to be cast out?" He threw a pile of black sand at Jack, which he easily dodged. Another pile sent him into the air, and with a cry of rage he swung his staff down again, sending out ice that could surely freeze a village and would have froze Pitch had he not blocked again. Jack dropped back to the ground, but his vision was shielded by ice and snow. Still Jack kept his eye out, ready to attack at a moments notice._

"_To not be believed in?"_

_There! Jack turned and pointed his staff threateningly at the Boogieman, thinking about how much he would like to turn him into ice, starting from his feet and slowly creeping upwards until he was frozen in time, where he could then be crushed under something and destroyed forever. There. That sounded satisfying enough._

"_To long for a family?"_

_That made Jack lower his staff a little. Pitch? Longing for a family? That couldn't be true. He couldn't possibly relate to Jack about that... could he?_

"_All those years in the shadows I thought, 'No one else knows what this feels like'." Pitch raised his head and looked at him. "And now I see I was wrong."_

_Jack lowered his staff completely, suddenly interested in where this offer was going. Pitch saw this, and continued. "We don't have to be alone, Jack. I believe in you, and I know children will, too."_

_That took Jack by surprise, and he looked up. "In me?" He sounded hesitant, uncertain, like he didn't want to believe, didn't want to hope, that what he was being told was true like he secretly wanted it to be._

"_Yes!" Pitch got excited slightly. He put a hand on Jack's shoulder and motioned towards something that had not been there before. A giant sculpture of ice with black sand in it, and spikes pointing out of it."Look at what we can do."_

_Jack stepped towards it slightly. He had to admit, in it's own dark and twisted way, it was quite beautiful. But something about it seemed off. Something about Pitch's deal didn't quite sit with him. But what?"What goes together better than cold and dark?"_

"Oreos and milk." Jack said smugly, only for everyone to stare at him like he'd finally lost his mind. "What? Nothing goes better than oreos and milk! Oreos make the world go around!"

"I thought that was love?" Rapunzel asked, smirking slightly.

"Screw love, oreos are better!"

"_We can make them believe, we'll give them a world where everything, everything is-"_

"_Pitch Black?"_

_Jack cut Pitch off, suddenly not interested. That was what didn't sit well with him. How stupid of Pitch to make that mistake. He should have known better._

_Pitch also seemed to realize his mistake, because he quickly tried to correct himself. "And Jack Frost, too. They'll believe in both of us."_

_But Jack wasn't an idiot. He was many things, but an idiot he wasn't. He knew what Pitch's offer really meant, and he knew that it wasn't what he was looking for. What did Pitch take him for? "No, they'll FEAR both of us. And that's not what I want."_

_He was addicted to the drug of companionship, true, but he would rather go the rest of his life without getting even a hint of it ever again than get a cheap version that wasn't satisfying what he wanted it to satisfy. So he turned and began to walk away. "Now for the last time, leave me alone!"_

The guardians felt like cheering. Jack had been brave to turn down Pitch's offer like that. Manny knew that had it been any of them, they would have taken it up without a second thought. But Jack still refused to help, still refused to become the enemy even though the guardians had turned him away.

_Jack didn't see Pitch's slightly disappointed look, nor did he see it turn into a scowl. "Very well. You want to be left alone, done! But first."_

_Jack didn't like the sound of that, and it was for that reason that he turned around to stare at Pitch, who was holding up a fist, grasping something tightly. Something small and alive and with a beak and very much uncomfortable._

"_Baby Tooth!"_

Tooth's feathers ruffled. "How dare he! How dare he treat one of my babies like that?!"

_Jack moved towards her, but stopped when Pitch tightened his fist slightly. He pointed his staff threateningly at Pitch. How dare he threaten Baby Tooth's life like that?!_

"_The staff, Jack!"_

_Jack looked at his staff and then at Pitch in confusion. His staff? What about his staff? It wouldn't work for anyone but him, so why would Pitch want it? It held no value to him. It obeyed no one but the winter spirit, so what use could he make of it?_

"_You have a bad habit of interfering. Now hand it over, and I'll let her go."_

_Baby Tooth shook her head and chirped, as if telling him not to, but Pitch's grip on her increased. Jack stared at the staff for a moment, wondering what he should do. He couldn't blast Pitch with ice, not if there was a chance that Baby Tooth would get hit, which there was. He couldn't use his powers if he didn't have his staff to channel them, it was true, but it wasn't like Pitch would get much use out of it. It would be a price that was costly to him, sure, but held almost no advantage to Pitch, so it was a price he was willing to pay. Besides, he could always wait until his powers were ready to rip out of him and then 'drop by' in Pitch's lair to release them. It would hurt, yeah, but it would do some damage to Pitch and he could get his staff back. Then he could kick that sorry butt into the next ten centuries._

_Which is why Jack reluctantly flipped over his staff and handed it to Pitch._

"Not one of my smarter ideas, I'll admit."

"Jack, when do you ever have smart ideas?"

"Hic!"

_Once he was no longer in contact with his staff, the wood turned dead, losing the beautiful frost pattern that normally coated it. It turned into just another boring old stick, like most people saw it. If only they knew it was so much more._

"_Alright." Jack held out his hand. "Now let her go."_

_Pitch looked at him for a moment before shaking his head. "No."_

_Jack wasn't sure why he was surprised, after all, Pitch wasn't exactly the most honest of people, and he was trying to take over the world. Still, he withdrew his hand with slight shock and hurt written on his face._

"_You said you wanted to be alone. So BE ALONE!"_

_Baby Tooth chose that as her moment to stab Pitch's hand with her beak._

"She couldn't have done that earlier?!"

"Oh come on, Mer, give her a break, she was having the life choked out of her!"

_Pitch yelled out slightly in pain, before drawing his arm back and flinging her away from him as far as he could. Jack turned to watch in horror. "No..." He turned back to Pitch just in time to see his staff snapped across Pitch's knee._

_Immediately a flaring pain leapt up in Jack's chest, making him cry out in pain. Manny, it hurt. It hurt more than anything he had ever experienced. He wasn't even sure why, but if he was to take a guess, it was because his connection with the staff had been broken, that string that binded them together snapped. His staff wouldn't be able to channel any of his powers, now._

_Jack instinctively doubled over, and that gave Pitch time to throw more black sand at him, only this time, he wasn't able to avoid it. He was slammed into a wall of ice, and he felt the pain in his head before his world momentarily turned black as he fell down to the ground and into a chasm below._

_It couldn't have been long until he came to, a few seconds at most, but when he did manage to sit up, bringing a hand to his head, the first thing he saw was a small, curled up figure nearby. His immediate reaction was to go and help her. "Baby Tooth!" He shuffled along to her until he could hold her in his hands. "You alright?"_

_She was alive, thank goodness, because she looked at him. She had a broken wing, but she was alive. He tried to cover her with his hands, but she squeaked in protest. He removed his other hand sharply to see what was wrong, and in response, Baby Tooth sneezed, her arms wrapped tightly around herself._

_Jack sighed in despair. He forgot that he would just make it worse. "Sorry, all I can do it keep you cold." He sat up before looking down in despair. "Pitch was right." He sat down on his knees. "I make a mess of everything."_

_Once again, he had messed something up. He had the perfect opportunity to turn the man into a spirit statue and he'd let it slip through his fingers. Now Pitch was free, ready to destroy the guardians, Baby Tooth would freeze, the world would have to suffer centuries of fear and Jack couldn't do a damn thing to help. Even if the wind did find him, it couldn't pick him up unless he was carrying his staff, and that was currently in two pieces. So unless he suddenly gained super powers to jump up impossible heights without anyone's help or some other ability that would allow him to magically save the world, he was doomed to sit there, stuck, until he found a long way out. And by then it would be too late._

_Baby Tooth scrambled to get off of his hand, and he was going to protest when he saw her climb into his pocket. Of course. She would want to stay as warm as possible. What did he think she was trying to do? Sighing, Jack leaned against a cliff wall, ready to give up. If he tried to help any more, he would just make things worse._

_Then he heard the voice again. That voice calling out to him. Jack looked down and gave out a startled yell as he leapt backwards when he spotted a golden glow in his pocket. He pulled the object out, and saw his tooth box. When had he put it in his pocket?_

"Why didn't his memories start calling out to him sooner?"

"No wonder North makes us have our monthly meetings." Tooth grumbled. "You really don't have a clue about how tooth boxes work, do you? They stopped calling out to him when Jack got his hands on them, because they had found and attracted their owner, and he could look at them in his own time. As I said, they're designed to attract their owner by calling out to them when they're missing a memory that they should have, but they don't force them to watch the memories. Jack had it on him at all times after that, so it had no reason to call out and attract him. However, either I or one of my fairies can set them off calling again, should we need to, which is what Baby Tooth did to tell Jack that he should take a look."

_Jack stared at it in wonder, before he lowered it onto his lap, where Baby Tooth was sat. He was doubtful, but Baby Tooth nodded and pressed a hand on the lid, telling him that he should open it. Jack took a deep breath, and gently pressed a finger onto the main blue diamond._

_And suddenly the world fell away as he remembered. He recalled every moment of it, his memories suddenly flooding back to him like someone had unlocked a door in his head that had kept them hidden from him all this time. He remembered his mother, his father, he remembered that little wolf pup that he now realized was Blizzard, but most of all he remembered Pippa and saving her from that lake. He wasn't sure if he was supposed to feel shocked or upset at the way his life ended, so he chose neither. Instead he focused on the joy that he had done something right. He had saved his sister from her watery grave._

_Jack wasn't sure how long it took to regain his memories, but he snapped out of it with a gasp. Baby Tooth simply blinked at him, not really understanding why Jack was so shocked._

"_Did you – did you see that?!" A stupid question, since she obviously didn't going by her confused look, and she shook her head anyway. But Jack ignored this fact completely in his excitement. "It, it was – it was me! I had a family, I had a sister. I saved her!" Jack laughed in excitement before he finally realized something. He looked at the moon in awe. "That's why you chose me."_

_The moon didn't respond, but it seemed to shine just a little brighter. That was enough of an answer for Jack. "I'm – I'm a guardian!"_

"And he finally realizes it!" Rapunzel yelled triumphantly, only to receive a playful elbow from Jack.

_Jack was suddenly fuelled with determination. The moon had chosen him for a reason, and it was a very good reason. It silenced the part of his mind that was trying to tell him that he wasn't needed, that he should stay out of things before he made them worse. He had to try and do something. He couldn't find all of this out and not go and help. Who cared if the guardians thought he was against them? He was still going to help. There was no way in hell he would be going down without a fight._

_Jack placed Baby Tooth on his shoulder and looked around. "We have to get out of here." His eyes fell on his staff, which was lying in two pieces, and he threw himself towards it. **Really, Pitch? That was the dumbest thing you could possibly do.**_

_He nervously held the two pieces of his staff in his hand, not exactly sure how to fix it. There had to be a way to fix it, of course there was, he just had to figure out how. And fast._

_First he tried to push and force his magic into the staff, tried to will it to mend itself. It didn't work. It still came apart in two pieces. Jack moaned in annoyance before he got to his feet and pushed the two parts together again._

_This time he tried a different tactic. He imagined the frost spreading all over his staff, catching the sunlight the way it did. He imagined all of the fun and joy he brought to children all around the world when he brought his snow days and got them out of school. He thought about the wind in his face when he flew, thought about what it felt like to draw his arm back and throw a snowball, what it was like to create ice for people to sled on. Especially that young Jamie._

_It worked. He could feel a small weight leave his chest, moving it's way through his arms and into the piece of wood he held. He could practically feel his frost, his magic, stitching it back together, joining the two halves once again. Baby Tooth jumped up and down excitedly on his shoulder, and when Jack looked, he saw a blue glow coming from his staff, one that extended and brightened slightly as he saw the frost coating the wood and making it beautiful once again._

_Almost immediately he felt the wind swirl around him, greeting him like the friend it was, scolding him for making it worry when it hadn't found Jack where he'd been left. Jack smiled as he mentally welcomed his friend back before leaping into it's currents with renewed strength. He whooped excitedly, asking the wind to take him to Pitch's lair so he could free those fairies. "Come on Baby Tooth, I owe you one!"_

**It's a little longer than I intended it to be. Oops.**

**Just for the record, this will probably be the end of the rewrites (unless there is a scene that people desperately want me to do and I can make something up for that scene) but it is NOT THE END OF THIS FANFIC! Sorry, people, we have a few more chapters to go yet, including the guardians being dropped back off at the workshop.**
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Sandy had, by this point, turned his back on the other guardians and refused to look at them, his arms folded. Any attempts to get him to turn around and forgive them would fail, and they would unless Manny put them in a better light. Somehow, Jack thought he would have to be the one to convince the moon to do that.

"Oh look, there's another memory."

Jack turned to look, and immediately his face broke into a soft, genuine smile. "Oh, I remember this. It's probably one of my favourite memories."

"_Okay, look. You and I are obviously at what they call a crossroad. So here's what's gonna happen."_

_Jack arrived at Jamie's window, hoping that he'd gotten there in time. The boy was sat on his bed, staring at and talking to a stuffed rabbit. Not lost his belief yet, but he was starting to doubt. Jack could only hope that he could think of a way to strengthen this kid's belief. He was the guardian's last hope, after all._

"_If it wasn't a dream, and if you are real, then you have to prove it. Like, right now."_

"What was the kid expecting to happen? It's not like his toy is some kind of messenger that will send me a live recording of everything he was saying."

"Bunny! He was ten!"

_Jack had to get on with it, he knew he did, but he couldn't help but stay put to watch for a few moments. Jamie's eyes drifted down to his bed for a second before looking up at the rabbit again. "I've believed in you for a long time, okay? Like, my whole life in fact." He picked up the toy. "So you kind of owe me now. You don't have to do much. Just a little sign so I know." His voice turned hopeful. "Anything. Anything at all."_

_Jack stared at the child, wishing that there was something he could do to help. Wishing that he could send a message to the child that was waiting for a sign from the Easter Bunny. A sign that would never come in time. But what could he do? Jamie couldn't even see him._

"Seriously, Jack, this is your favourite memory? Jamie's about to stop believing!"

"Merida, if you shut up and watch, you'll find out why this is one of my favourite memories. And please note the fact that I said 'one of'."

_The hopeful look on Jamie's face fell. "I knew it." With that, he tossed the bunny to the side, letting it fall of the bed._

_Jack's heart felt like breaking. The kid was giving up. No, not Jamie. Not little Jamie. He couldn't let this happen. He couldn't just sit back and watch all of this happen just because Jack had messed up. Just because he'd given up, just because he'd lost hope, it didn't mean anyone else had to. Hesitantly, Jack opened the window slightly and crept into the room. **Manny, that makes me sound like a stalker.**_

Merida and Bunny couldn't help but snort in amusement.

_Jack wasn't entirely sure what he was supposed to do, but he supposed anything would be better than nothing. Jamie had said a little sign. The only things he could do at that moment that would be effective would be his winter powers. Making it start snowing in Jamie's room wouldn't convince him that the Easter Bunny was real, and asking the wind to help would just make a mess of the room. An ice statue, even one that he didn't carve manually, would take too long, and wouldn't get Jamie's attention. He needed something immediate._

_Jack quickly made up his mind and tapped the window with his staff, allowing frost to coat it. Jamie looked up at the sound, his eyes being drawn to the window. Jack began drawing an Easter egg on the window. It wasn't as good as it could be, but Jack didn't have time for perfection. And, judging by the excited gasp, it was good enough._

_Jack frosted over another window and set his staff aside before beginning to draw a bunny on the window. He heard the creaking of the bed as Jamie stood up and a slightly disbelieved whisper. "He's real."_

_Jack smiled at the kid, glad to see the flicker of faith being restored in the boy's eyes, before he turned to the window and willed the picture to come to life. The frost rabbit hopped into his hands and bounced around Jamie, who seemed to be delighted as he kept trying to catch the rabbit. His fingers brushed against it and the rabbit burst into snowflakes. Jamie giggled for a moment before he took a moment to consider what was happening around him. "Snow?"_

"Please make the connection, please make the connection."

"Punzie! Just watch the memory!"

_A stray snowflake landed on Jamie's nose and melted slightly. Jamie blinked slightly in confusion before remembering what his mother had said. The confusion turned to realization. "Jack Frost?"_

_Jack stopped marvelling at his work and looked at Jamie in confusion. "Did he just say-?"_

_Jamie seemed to perk up, and began looking around his room. This time when he spoke, it was with more certainty. "Jack Frost?"_

_Jack gasped. "He said it again. He said – you said..."_

_Jamie finally spotted the other person in the room, and he began to stare at Jack, his mouth wide open and a slightly awed tone in his voice. "Jack Frost."_

_Jack couldn't believe it. After three hundred years of silence and isolation, finally this one child, this one human child, had uttered his name, had let the words fall from his lips. And not as if he was nothing but a figure of speech, but with belief. "That – that's right! But, but that's me. Jack Frost. That's my name." He looked at Jamie. "You said my name!"_

_Jamie only continued to stare, and something in Jack's head clicked. "Wait, can, can you hear me?" He asked, not wanting to believe what his eyes were telling him, not daring to hope. But when the boy nodded it only fuelled the part inside of him that still wanted to hope, made it tell the rest of Jack to just give it a chance. "Can, can you – can you see me?"_

_Another nod. Jack let out a small laugh in disbelief. "He sees me." Jack never thought he would ever be able to say that, and the reality of hearing those words out loud made the situation crash down on him. "He – he sees me!"_

_Jack back-flipped onto the table behind him, unable to believe his luck. If this was all a dream, then he was never waking up. This, this was what he had longed for, was what he had spent three hundred years wishing and begging and screaming for. And now that it had finally happened, when he'd accepted the fact that it never would... it left him speechless. He honestly did not know what to say. Had it not been very long since he last had contact with a human, he might just think it was cool. A little longer than that would have made him be happy over the fact that it had finally happened, but not over-excited. Maybe if it was around fifty or a hundred years of not being seen, he would have screamed in excitement, but now, after three hundred years of nothing... it felt too good to be true. And yet Jack knew that it was true, every single minute of it. And he didn't know how to react or what to say, he was too overwhelmed with joy and relief and excitement and the urge to hug the child and never let go. And, despite his breakdown just a few hours earlier, when he had sobbed until he had no tears left, Jack could have cried with happiness, because finally, finally, his wish was coming true._

Rapunzel couldn't help but smile, genuinely pleased with the fact that Jack had finally gotten what he had wanted for so long. Even if it had happened five years ago, she still couldn't help but feel joy for Jack. She knew how much it must have meant to him at the time, how much it must still mean for him. When Hiccup looked, he could see that Jack's smile was similar as he watched the scene with fondness.

_Jamie began to catch on his excitement, and he completely forgot the fact that he was supposed to be in bed. "You just made it snow."_

"_I know." Jack replied, sounding just as excited as Jamie was, like he couldn't believe it either._

"_In my room!"_

"_I know!"_

_They both had a smile on their face, their excitement and joy filling the room. Jack hopped off of the table. "You're real?!"_

"_Yeah, I mean, who do you think brings you all the blizzards, and, and the snow days?" Jack remembered the ride he'd given Jamie when he'd created that ice path. "And you remember when you went flying on that sled the other day?"_

"_That was you?!"_

"_That was me!"_

"_Cool!"_

"_Right?"_

"_But what about the Easter Bunny, and the Tooth Fairy?" Jamie asked, bouncing on his bed. "I mean, what ab-"_

"_Real, real real!" Jack bent down and picked up the rabbit that Jamie had dropped. "Every, one of us, is real."_

_Jamie got even more excited if that was possible, and a part of Jack's mind made him question if it was a good idea to make him so giddy when he was supposed to be asleep. He dismissed it. Jamie was too worked up to go to bed now. Oh well."I knew it!"_

"_Jamie, who are you talking to?"_

_A voice, probably Jamie's mother, made them both freeze. "Uh," Jamie looked at Jack, who smiled and looked at the door, indicating that he should tell the truth and see what her reaction was. Jamie obeyed. "Jack Frost?"_

_To his relief, his mother only laughed. "Okay."_

_Jamie started laughing, and Jack quickly joined in, but it was cut short as the window blew open. It looked like a storm outside. Jack and Jamie exchanged a look before Jack moved over to the window and Jamie jumped off of his bed, joining him. In the distance Jack could hear sleigh bells. **Oh yeah, saving the world. Right. Forgot about that.**_

"You forgot?!"

"Hey, I was a little preoccupied with what had just occurred, okay? Besides, it was rude of them to interrupt the moment!"

_From what Jack could see, the situation wasn't good. North wasn't flying straight, and he crashed into the ground, the reindeer running off. North shouted something to them, but they didn't listen. Jack turned to the boy next to him. "Jamie, if you want to meet Santa, the Tooth Fairy and the Easter Bunny again, meet me outside, okay?"_

_Jamie nodded in excitement and ran off to go outside. Jack leapt out of the window and flew over to them, looking at them worriedly._

"_Jack!" Tooth exclaimed, trying to fly over to him but failing, her wings no longer strong enough to hold her up. Jack rushed to help her up, but she attempted to get up on her own anyway. Still, Jack stood close, just in case she fell. "You okay?"_

_Tooth brushed the feathers on top of her head almost self-consciously, like a girl brushing her hair back._

"Tooth, what the heck were you doing?!"

Tooth glared at Hiccup. "I have standards, you know! I'm not going to talk to someone who we just kicked out of our group but was still wanted and needed while I'm looking scruffy, now am I?"

"Okay, that's taking girlishness a little too far." Merida shuddered.

"That doesn't even make any sense, Merida!"

"Yes it does!"

"Does not!"

"Does too!"

"Continue that argument and I swear I will knock you both out with my frying pan!"

Jack and Merida reluctantly fell silent.

_North looked at him, leaning on his sword. Obviously wondering why he wasn't with Pitch. "What are you doing here?"_

_Jack smiled slightly. "Same as you." He said, before looking back at the house behind him as he heard the door close. Jamie ran out to greet them and stopped in amazement._

"_The last light." North said, watching as Jamie ran over to them. Jack supposed it should have been a bit obvious, it took a lot to shake that kid's belief. Granted, Pitch had almost managed it, but Jamie had still hung on longer than most._

_Jamie rushed over to meet them. "Wow. It is you. I mean it is you." He briefly touched North's outstretched hand, and grew excited again, turning around to look at Jack. That was something he would never get used to, Jack was sure of it. "I knew it wasn't a dream."_

_North caught onto the way Jamie looked in Jack's direction, and Jack's smile, and knew immediately what had happened. "Jack. He sees you."_

"You're a bit late with the news there, North."

_Jack nudged Jamie gently with his arm when he realized something was wrong. There was one person missing. And when he said person, he meant a six foot one Australian bunny/kangaroo. "Wait, but, where's Bunny?"_

"_Losing Easter took it's toll on all of us." North explained. "Bunny most of all."_

_For a moment, Jack feared the worst, but he followed North's gaze to the sleigh. Moments later, a small, grey figure hopped up onto the side, and Jack saw exactly what North meant. "Oh no."_

Merida couldn't help it – she burst out laughing. Bunny glared at her, but it didn't do any good, because not only did Merida still end up falling on the floor, Rapunzel and Hiccup joined in. The three of them where practically in hysterics, shrieking with laughter at the top of their lungs. "Can't – call you – a kangaroo – anymore, huh Bunny?"

"Shut up!"

"Oh Manny, now I understand why mortals think that you're a small, cute fluffy bunny all year round!" Rapunzel gasped.

"Wha – I'm NOT cute or fluffy!"

"Aww, is the little fluffy bunny rabbit tired? Does the little fluffy bunny wanna have a nap?" Merida teased.

"I will kill you all."

Looking back, Jack snickered a little bit, but he didn't find it anywhere near as amusing as his fellow seasonals, if only because he knew how close they had come to losing Bunny. "Come on, guys, it's not that funny."

"On the contrary." Hiccup snickered. "It's the funniest thing I've seen in a long time! Quick! Someone find a way to record this moment!"

Rapunzel pulled out her camera (where did she even keep all of this stuff anyway? It all just appeared out of nowhere) and took a picture of the scene, which Manny had paused while they had their laughing fit. Helpless, the three collapsed into giggles all over again.

Finally, after fighting to get their breath back, they were done, and got to their feet, still smirking. Bunny muttered something about wishing that they had never seen Jack's memories and the scene continued.

_Half of Jack wanted to laugh at the pitiful sight and the other half wanted to feel sympathetic towards the now tiny holiday spirit that hopped onto the wing of the sleigh. Had it been any other moment, he would have used Bunny's form as blackmail material, but with Pitch trying to take over the world and everything, Jack sensed it wasn't the time._

_Jamie chuckled. "That's the Easter Bunny?"_

_Bunny hopped up onto his hind legs. "Now somebody sees me! I mean, where were you about an hour ago, mate?"_

_Jack and North exchanged a look._

"_What happened to him?" Jamie asked. "He used to be huge, and cool. And now he's... cute."_

_He topped this off by scratching behind Bunny's ear, and he immediately began to enjoy the attention, his foot thumping on the ground. Then he caught himself and batted the hand away before turning to Jack. "Did you tell him to say that?" Bunny hopped down and over to Jack, making a stereotypical fighting stance. "That's it. Let's go. Me and you. Come on."_

"Uh, Bunny? No offence, but I don't think you were exactly in the position to win a fight with Jack at that moment. Or with anyone, really."

_Jamie stopped him, kneeling down next to Bunny. "No, actually he told me you were real. Just when I started to think that, maybe you weren't."_

_Bunny glanced at Jack. "He made you believe? In me?"_

_Jamie smiled and nodded. Bunny appeared to be touched by the knowledge, and turned to Jack, a smile on his face. Jack smiled back. However, once again, the apparent storm of black sand above them ruined the moment._

"Dammit Pitch! You ruin everything!"

"Uh, Mer? Pitch isn't here."

"So?"

Jack rolled his eyes before Manny's voice filled the room once again. _"Guardians, you have seen all that you need to. I am going to send you back to the workshop now. I hope that you have learnt a lot about Jack and will remember this in future-"_

"Oh no you don't." Jack interrupted, glaring at the moon. "Now, I know that what I'm about to ask of you isn't exactly one of your strong points, but listen to me. You forced us all here and made the guardians watch my memories – which is a complete invasion of privacy, by the way – even though I didn't want them to. During that time you have shown memories that do pretty much nothing but put the other guardians in a bad light, apart from Sandy. Now if you want them to stay alive and continue to do their job – particularly Bunny – then you better show some memories that prove that they have improved and aren't complete jerks THIS INSTANT. Otherwise, you can kiss Santa, the Tooth Fairy and the Easter Bunny goodbye, because they will be killed by Merida, Rapunzel and maybe Hiccup and Sandy. But mostly Merida."

There was silence in the room as Jack continued to glare at the moon, and the other spirits watched, expecting Manny to send them back to the workshop. But instead, they heard Manny's voice. _"Very well, Jack."_

The scene swirled and Jack's memories continued again.

**So that's the end of the rewrites for the film! Sorry if you wanted to see a certain scene, but I'm afraid that means no one/next to no one requested it. However, the moments after Jack becomes a guardian are coming up, and if there is something you would like to see, then please let me know in a review. Better telling me and having a chance of getting it shown than not having a chance at all, right?**

**Of course, if you don't have an idea, you could always just review anyway :D**
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_Jack was avoiding the guardians._

_He knew that, by all rights, he should be trailing after them like a lost puppy, desperate for company, but he was avoiding them._

_Not much time had passed since Jack became a guardian, in fact it was only Christmas that same year, and he'd had little contact with his new immortal friends. He played with Jamie, of course, how could he possibly stay away from his first believer? But he did as much as he could to stay out of their way._

"Hold up a sec. How far into the future is this?"

"After I became a guardian. Around Christmas time the same year, if I'm remembering correctly."

_The reason for Jack's sudden wanted isolation was, in his mind, very simple and extremely obvious. The guardians had been a group of four for centuries, and were perfectly fine without him before. Why would any of that change now? He was still new, still a fifth wheel to an already well-oiled machine. They didn't suddenly need him just because he'd helped to defeat Pitch._

_That, of course, didn't mean that Jack didn't need the guardians. After so long, it was nice to know that he had companions of some sort, and even though he didn't really want to avoid them, he wasn't about to push his luck. If he trailed after them all the time and was too clingy, they would eventually get bored and irritated with him and would chuck him out. It would be much better if he kept his distance and didn't go out of his way for contact with them. Seeing them every few centuries or so and remaining in their group would be better than seeing a lot of them at first only to get kicked out and never see them again._

_At that particular moment Jack was sat by his lake, clutching his staff close to him and thinking. He knew it was Christmas Eve, and his mind couldn't help but wander to the guardians. He wondered what they were doing. Did they celebrate Christmas Eve at all? Did they have any traditions? Did they just completely ignore each other while the holiday passed because they were too busy with their own jobs? Part of him hoped so, because then maybe he wouldn't feel quite so alone and left out._

_Jack sighed and stuck his hand in his pocket, his fingers immediately finding the ice he'd put there. Well, obviously it was more than ice. Just because he couldn't see a lot of the guardians, that didn't mean he couldn't give them at least one Christmas present each. Just to remind them that he was there to help when they needed it. All he needed to do was find a way to deliver each present without actually having to go to North's Christmas party that he was throwing to thank his workers._

_Jack didn't really have much to do except to wait around, unless he found a way to give the guardians their presents without having to turn up to the party and get North to deliver them. He'd already given as many countries as he could a white Christmas, wanting to celebrate his guardianship with the world. Okay, and maybe because he thought that if he did a good enough job on Christmas the guardians wouldn't see him as a useless winter spirit just yet. But really, who needed to know about that reason?_

_Jack was so lost in his thoughts that he almost didn't hear the sound of a rabbit hole opening. Almost. Living on his own had taught him to never let his guard down._

_Jack lifted his head to stare at Bunny, who was scowling sightly and shivering at the cold. Part of him didn't understand. It was Christmas, winter for half of the world, and Bunny didn't like either of them. What was he doing at Jack's lake?_

"_Oi, Frostbite! You coming to North's party or what?"_

_Ah, so they did all get together for Christmas. Great, now he knew that he would be left out of these things. But it didn't matter, all he had to do was smile and find some excuse that Bunny would happily take and the rabbit would be off again, celebrating with the other guardians. Even if Jack was alone, he would rather be alone not wanted than with the guardians like he secretly wanted to be but making everyone uncomfortable. So Jack did just that. "Sorry Bunny, I'm busy."_

"_Busy? Busy with what?"_

"_Work. You know, that thing that I apparently hate? I do have a job you know, and it has to be done. North might be finished after he's delivered all of the presents but I still have to spread snow."_

"_Really? Looks like you don't have much to do around here, mate. So why don't you come on down to the pole for North's party?"_

_So he was trying to make it seem like he cared, did he? No matter, Jack could easily brush it off. After all, just because he was a guardian now, it didn't mean that Bunny was suddenly going to start liking him. The overgrown rabbit probably still hated him in some way. Saving them on Easter didn't mean anything._

"_I still have other countries I need to spread snow to."_

"_Then why are you sitting around here? Shouldn't you be finishing up those jobs so that you can get to the pole?"_

_Wow, North and Tooth must have told Bunny to try and convince him. This might go on for a while, if he was unlucky. Still, Bunny couldn't force him to go to the pole, he'd have to go back without Jack eventually._

"_The snow won't stay there forever. I need to keep topping it up so that the kids have a white Christmas. Besides, the ice on the lakes need to stay thick. Can't have anyone drowning, after all."_

"_Really? Because it looks to me like you've frozen your lake almost down to the bottom. No kid will be able to get through this ice. I don't doubt that you've done this to all of the other lakes as well." Bunny thumped on Jack's lake twice, and the winter spirit began to get worried. Surely it shouldn't be so hard to convince Bunny to leave him alone? "I think it's time to have a little break, Frostbite."_

"_What? I can't just leave! Winter spirits don't get breaks, we have to keep working. Elemental spirits are pretty much on call, seasonal spirits especially. We have to keep on top of everything, or it all piles up and causes more stress and more power used."_

"_Frostbite, it's not like I'm asking you to take the week or the month off. It's one night."_

"_Bunny, I can't go. I just can't afford to." Hopefully the rabbit wouldn't get that there was a double meaning in that._

"_Alright, Frostbite, lemme put it this way. If you don't come with me now, then all that will happen is North'll get the yeti's to drag you there via a sack and magic portal again. It would be far easier to just come with me now."_

_They would go as far as to kidnap him again?! Surely Bunny was bluffing, he just had to be bluffing... right? The guardians wouldn't actually do that, right?_

"_You know what else would be easy? Not forcing me to go and just leaving to head over there yourself instead of trying to act like a taxi. If I wanted to go, I would have gone there by now."_

"_Why don't you want to go? I would've thought parties would have been right up your street. You're the guardian of fun, after all."_

"_True, but that doesn't mean I want to go."_

"_Why not?"_

"_I..." Jack had to stop when he realized he couldn't answer that question. He wanted to go, of course he did, he wanted to spend as much time with the guardians as possible, but didn't Bunny understand? He couldn't. He just couldn't. It would hurt too much to get close to the guardians and then be kicked out, which is what would inevitably end up happening. Jack would like to minimize the damage done when he ended up alone again, thank you very much. Besides, he was already trying to limit contact with the guardians in an attempt to stay in their group longer, for them to feel like they needed him longer, and now Bunny was trying to get him to do what he wanted to do but couldn't, most likely because he knew that Jack would so desperately want to break his resolve. But no, he had to stay strong and stick to it. There was no way he was going to risk losing the closest thing he had to friends so quickly when he'd finally gotten them._

"_Frostbite? You there? Come on, I think that we should go back to the pole to celebrate Christmas."_

"_You hate Christmas."_

"_I hate the build-up to Christmas and North saying that his holiday is better when he has all year to prepare. And travels at night when people are asleep. And has Sandy on his side. The actual holiday itself I don't mind."_

"_No thanks, I'm good here."_

_Even though he was so far away, Jack could have sworn he saw Bunny's eyes roll. "Frostbite, you are coming."_

"_Nah, I don't think I should."_

"_Mind explaining why?"_

"_Because I don't want to." **Because I don't want to have to go and stand on the sidelines, watching you all have a good time. I don't want to be around because I feel like none of you really want me there. Because when you finally leave me I want to control the damage done and I don't want to be more lonely than I've already been.**_

"_Well tough, because everyone else does want you to."_

"_Come on, Bunny, since when have I ever listened to anything?"_

"_Since Easter when you finally accepted that you were supposed to be a guardian."_

"_One off time, kangaroo, don't get used to it."_

_Bunny, for once, refused to take the bait and instead folded his arms. "Since you've been following the rules of being a guardian."_

"_Well obviously, I'm not gonna purposefully harm the ki-"_

"_And especially since you've suddenly become extremely interested in taking your work as a winter spirit seriously."_

_Jack's eyes immediately hardened. Had Bunny just accused him of never taking his job seriously? "I've always taken my work seriously, Bunny, you've just never bothered to try and see that." Jack decided that the flicker of guilt he saw in the rabbit's eyes was just his imagination. "Besides, what's the point in taking your work seriously if you can't take it with a bit of fun as well? Quite boring, don't you think?"_

_Bunny's patience began to slip away. "For Manny's sake, Jack! Why can't you just come to the pole? We've been trying to get you to come and see us ever since Easter, but you just keep brushing us off!"_

"_Maybe I don't want to come and see you!" Jack was starting to panic. And when he panicked, he tended to lash out. Already the wind was starting to pick up. He just didn't understand. Why were the guardians still trying to get him to hang around with him? He thought he'd made it perfectly clear that they didn't have to try and force themselves to put up with him. It was obvious that they'd never really bothered to get in contact with each other, and there was no reason for that to change just because Jack was a guardian now. They could stop making such an effort to try and pretend that they wanted him around all the time just because they felt sorry for him. No way. He'd rather be alone for another three centuries, thank you very much. He might have made more of an effort to get closer to the guardians but after they kicked him out... no, Jack couldn't possibly put his trust into them immediately. They had already shown how willing they were to cast him out, and he was reminded of the pain he would feel when that day came. Best to not get attatched so that it wouldn't hurt as much._

"_I don't believe that for a second, Frostbite."_

"_Well you should."_

"_Tough, because I don't." Bunny took a step towards him, and Jack tensed automatically. "Why don't you want to come to the pole?"_

"_Because I don't."_

"_That's not an answer, Frostbite."_

"_Well it is now."_

_Bunny sighed and took another step towards him. "Frostbite, please. It's only for one day. You might enjoy yourself. It's not like we're going to murder you as soon as you get in. Why don't you just come on over to the pole and we'll all have a great time."_

"_I... Bunny, I'm not sure if I want to."_

"_Why not? Parties are fun, especially North's parties. You'll love it. The yeti's are great at cooking, and if nothing else, the elves are always around to mess with and provide entertainment. Besides, we haven't seen that much of you since we defeated Pitch and we don't want to only have to see you once a month at the guardian meetings."_

_Jack bit his lip. It did sound tempting, he had to admit. And surely one night couldn't hurt. "I... I... I'm just not sure if... if I would be... why am I invited, anyway?"_

_Bunny looked surprised for a moment. "Why? Because you're a guardian now, mate! You're one of us, and you should be included in the things we do. We don't want you to be alone."_

_Jack looked down at his staff, which he was twisting nervously. "I... I don't know... I don't think I should."_

"_Why not? Look, just give it a try and if you really can't stand it, we'll let you come back here, okay? But just give it a chance."_

_Jack was making a mistake, he just knew he was, but despite his brain screaming at him to stop before he got hurt, Jack nodded in agreement, albeit hesitantly. Bunny smiled at him and walked backwards to firm ground to tap his foot and create a tunnel. Jack gave Bunny a slight smile before leaping into the hole in front of him, unable to deny how fun it was. It was like North's sleigh and riding on the wind, it would just never get old._

_Eventually he and Bunny hopped into the workshop to see North smiling at them both. "Ah, Jack! So glad you could make it!" He slapped Jack on the back several times, nearly making him stumble. Still, Jack couldn't help but smile back at the big man. It was always nice to receive a warm welcome and not be cast out just because he brought the cold and he wasn't wanted or something like that._

_Despite having suspicions that he was only invited to the party because the others felt sorry for him, Jack found that it was quite easy to have a good time. The feast was delicious – Jack had never tasted such good food in his life, especially since he was used to scavenging for it. He couldn't remember the last time he'd had a fresh meal, and to have it now was a luxury that he wasn't used to._

_And then present time came._

_Jack stood at the side, leaning on his staff and smiling at the moment before him. All four guardians, laughing and smiling and exchanging presents. It was similar to what he'd seen when he'd peek through windows on Christmas, aside from the lack of children. Jack felt a familiar pang of longing for that feeling of belonging, but he ignored it. He was used to it and therefore it didn't matter. Besides, it was amusing to watch, and even if he couldn't be a part of it, he could still chuckle at the others, especially when Tooth started to scold Bunny for putting such an unhealthy sweet in his eggs._

_What he didn't expect was for Bunny to turn to him and give him a grin. "Hey, Frostbite! Come on over here, would you?"_

_A confused look settled on Jack's face, and he hesitantly walked over to the guardians and sat down with them. All four of them were smiling at him, something he wasn't used to. His surprise only grew when three presents were pushed in his direction. "These are for you, mate."_

_Jack wasn't sure what happened to his brain, but it must have malfunctioned in some way because all of a sudden, he understood even less on what was going on and his mouth was struggling to get words out. "You... you mean... I... you... what?"_

"_They're for you, like we just said. Come on, Frostbite, surely your brain isn't that frozen." Bunny snorted, only to yelp in surprise as Tooth slapped him on the arm with a hiss of "Bunny!"_

"_I... I don't... understand." Jack blinked at the presents and then the guardians. "Presents? On Christmas? But... but I thought... I thought I was on the-"_

"_It's like North said, Jack." Tooth smiled. "We're wiping the slate clean. Besides, you did save us at Easter. I don't really think that anyone could possibly keep you on the Naughty List after that."_

Merida, Rapunzel and Hiccup all frowned. Was Jack really so confused as to why he was getting presents on Christmas? They knew that Jack had been marked by his three hundred years alone, but surely his self-esteem and insecurities weren't _that _bad... right?

"_I... I..." Jack couldn't think of anything to say. For once, he was truly and utterly speechless. Slowly, almost cautiously, Jack reached out to stroke the wrapping paper. He glanced at the other guardians, who nodded in encouragement, before carefully pulling one present into his lap. He stroked the paper once more, admiring how neat it looked, before he checked the tag ("Merry Christmas Jack, from Sandy") slowly began to unwrap it, completely ignoring Bunny's groan of irritation in favour of keeping his eyes fixed on what was in front of him. Finally he opened the box, and he couldn't help but gasp at what was inside._

_It was a dream journal, golden and sparkling with the words printed on the front in a beautiful scrawl, glistening purple. Gently, Jack brought the book out and put it on his lap, opening the cover and thumbing the paper appreciatively._

"_It's beautiful." He breathed, looking up gratefully at the dream spirit. "Thank you so much, Sandy."_

_Sandy gave him a thumbs up, before pushing the next present towards the winter child. Jack checked the label ("Have a very merry Christmas, Jack! Love, Tooth) before slowly unwrapping the present again. What he saw made him chuckle. It was a toothbrush, his favourite shade of blue with snowflakes and his name etched on it in white. Somehow, he suspected he should have guessed this from someone who was the Tooth Fairy. "Thanks so much, Tooth!"_

"_Don't feel awkward about it, we all have one, mate." Bunny grumbled. "Come on, there's another one in front of you. Hurry up and open it."_

_Jack obeyed, scrambling for the last present, his heart pounding in his chest. He undid the wrapping paper just as carefully as the others (there was no tag on this one), eager to find out what it was. What he saw brought a smile to his face without a problem. An Easter egg, which had a painting of Jack and the other guardians on it, Jamie and his friends at the side, was lying in a box, with some chocolate next to it and a note that read "Don't eat it all at once, I'm not dealing with a sick winter spirit". The present didn't need a label. It was obvious that this one was from Bunny._

"_Heh... and here I thought you hated Christmas, you stupid kangaroo." Jack chuckled, picking up the egg to examine it._

"_I'm not a kangaroo." Bunny grumbled, although Jack could have sworn that there was a hint of affection in his voice. "And I'll have you know that I put quite a lot of spring magic into that egg to make it last an eternity. The same can't be said for the chocolate, though, so you'll have to eat that some time soon. The magic messes with the taste and puts people off of eating it."_

"_Pity, then you wouldn't have to work as hard." Jack smirked slightly before putting the egg back in the box and picking up the chocolate. "Thank you, all of you. This is just... this is quite possibly the best Christmas I've ever had."_

_The guardians smiled at him and North pulled him to his feet. "Come, we have one last present for you."_

_Jack attempted to shove down the hopeful fluttering in his chest at the words. "Guys, honestly, you didn't have to go to all of this trouble, really."_

_North only shushed him, and Tooth dragged him along the corridor with the rest of them. Jack continued to try and tell them that they really shouldn't have done this for him, but his words died down once they came to a stop in front of a door. A blue door with a simple white snowflake carved on it. Bunny nudged him encouragingly. "Go on, mate, open it!"_

_Jack took a deep breath and, with a trembling hand, reached for the door handle to open the door. What he saw took his breath away._

_It was a room, specially designed for him, a nice, large, spaced out room with a desk in the corner and a wardrobe next to it. A bed sat in the opposite corner, blue and white sheets covering it with carefully made hand-made pillows sat in front of the headboard. An open window was next to it, with a brilliant view of the land covered in snow and the clear sky. The walls were plain blue, but oh-so beautiful. Despite it's simplicity, due to the fact that it was bare so that Jack could put his possessions in (the fact that none of the guardians really knew what Jack liked to do other than play with snow also might have something to do with that), it was still stunning. Some people might have seen it as nothing to get excited about, and might even be a little annoyed that it wasn't yet completely what they wanted, but for Jack, who had learnt to never be ungrateful for what he had, it was one of the most precious things that could have been given to him._

"It's so strange to see your room without the bookshelf and the frost and snowflake patterns on it."

"Hey, they were trying, Merida!"

"_We weren't quite sure what you would want in your room." Tooth said, conscious that the room was quite empty. "So we tried to keep it simple until we found out. We didn't want to ask, because we wanted your room to be a surprise. You can decorate the walls and add any furniture that you want to. Do you like it?"_

_Jack continued to stare at the room with an open mouth until he hesitantly stepped into it, half afraid that it would disappear the moment he set a foot in it. But it remained, even when Jack ran his hand along the walls. The guardians watched nervously at the side as Jack walked around the room, taking notice of as many things as he could. Finally he snapped out of his trance and threw himself at North with such a force that he nearly knocked the man over._

"_I love it." He half-sobbed. "It – it's the best thing that's ever been given to me. I – I don't know how to thank you!"_

_North blinked in surprise before he wrapped his arms around the boy clinging to his neck and whispering his thanks over and over and over again. The other guardians all looked at each other in slight concern, but they ignored whatever they were thinking of in favour of telling Jack that it was their pleasure to give him a room in the workshop._

"_I almost forgot!" Jack suddenly cried, letting go of North's neck at last to look for something in his pocket. "I got Christmas presents for you, too." Shyly, Jack handed each guardian a small present, poorly wrapped (he'd spent hours on it, trying to make it perfect, but eventually he gave up and accepted that what he had done was the best he could do) but done well enough to conceal what it was. Curious, each guardians unwrapped their gift and gasps of delight came from each mouth._

_Jack had given them all an ice sculpture, beautifully made, worked down to the finest detail. Personally, Jack was quite proud of them, since they were probably the best he'd ever made. Which was good, because he wanted them to be memorable._

_Sandy's was a sculpture of him sat on his dream cloud, a few strands of golden sand slipping out to spread dreams. The Sandman himself had his arms spread out, directing each trail of sand with a huge smile on his face. For a moment Sandy wondered if Jack had somehow managed to get hold of and shape his dream sand before freezing it. But no, it was all pure ice._

_Tooth's was a sculpture of her in flight mode (balanced on a base, there was no other way to get it to stand unfortunately), a mini fairy sat on her shoulder, most likely Baby Tooth. Tooth swore that Jack must have taken a picture or something, because there was surely no way he could have gotten every feather in otherwise._

_North's sculpture was of him sat in his sleigh, reindeer in a running position, the globe sat proudly at the front. A few patches of ice caught the light easier than the others, giving the impression that there were actually lights on the globe. North's sleigh was decorated to perfection, every tiny design found on the original sleigh also found on the ice model. North had brought it to the light, wonder shining in his eyes as he wondered how Jack had managed to get it so right._

_Bunny's present was also an ice sculpture of him. He was standing on his hind legs, ears pricked and boomerangs raised. The small belt he kept his egg bombs in was there, and the boomerang holders (Jack had no idea what they were called) were strapped securely to the rabbit's back. Bunny just stared at it, turning it over and over in his paws as he marvelled at the incredible detail._

"_I know that they're not much." Jack admitted, having decided that he was done with waiting for their reaction and shifting nervously from foot to foot. "And the wrapping was awful, but I've never wrapped a present before. At least, I don't think I have. But the sculptures took me ages to do, especially since I used ice that is almost impossible to melt or break. Not very creative since you all got more-or-less the same thing, I know, but I-"_

_Jack was cut off as Tooth threw herself at him, almost knocking him over. "Oh Jack, it's beautiful! I don't think I've ever seen such a beautiful ice sculpture!"_

"_Look out, North, you've got competition. A three hundred year old winter spirit is about to give you a run for your money." Bunny chuckled, looking at his ice sculpture again. North continued to examine the ice, looking for flaws that didn't appear to exist, and images flashed over Sandy's head, although they were too quick to decipher._

_The rest of Christmas was spent talking, laughing, drinking milk (eggnog in Sandy and North's case), eating cookies and celebrating in general. Jamie had hugged Jack with all his might at his Christmas present (an ice sculpture of Jamie lying on a sled, the wind blowing in his face) and he promised to take good care of it as he handed a present to the winter spirit (a book that Jack had been meaning to get for some time now but never getting the opportunity, due to never finding it lying around). He celebrated Christmas with a snowball fight with his believers, before being forced to bid them goodbye as he flew back to the pole, having being told by North that he was to stay the night._

_As Jack settled down in his room for the first time, he couldn't get rid of the excited grin on his face. **This has got to have been the best day of my life.** He yawned and rested his head on the gorgeously soft pillow that were alien to him and yet so welcome, when another thought brought a soft smile to his face. **Maybe becoming friends with the guardians can work after all.**_

**It's... done... *collapses***

**I've been stressing for two days because I knew I had to upload this chapter on the seventh (don't ask why, it's complicated) and it seemed like everything was trying to get in the way. Mainly school. And homework. I tried to write it up sooner but other stuff went on and distracted me, which is why I spent two days trying to finish it. So sorry if it seems a little rushed, that's because I was running out of time and I wanted to get it finished and uploaded.**

**Again, so sorry for how long it's taken me to update (this is painful enough, don't even get me started about the agony I am in over my other two fanfics) and I have not very many excuses, but at least it's up now. And it's a little longer than I thought it would be, so that's good, right?**

**I should probably just start writing these chapters in advanced... oh well. Please drop a review by (even though you're all probably annoyed with me for not uploading sooner)!**


	34. Chapter 34

**Okay, I know that I don't update as much as I used to do (or at least, it feels that way to me) and I apologise and I hate it just as much as you do and I feel terribly guilty, _however_, when my school life has gone from bad to worse and I get everybody breathing down my neck about having to do this and that to get me through my life I think it's at least a little understandable that I would want to take a break from writing for a little while to sit back, relax, listen to music and read. Especially after having to do homework in which my History teacher finds it funny to give me a question that would basically be used in an assessment. That just puts me off of writing. So please be aware when waiting for updates for this that my school life is beginning to get stressful and my life outside of the internet is probably about to take a massive tumble downhill.**

**Anyway, this rant is long enough, so, shutting up. Let's get started.**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I do not own any of these characters. They belong to Disney and Dreamworks.**

"Well, we are apparently staying here longer than we originally thought because of Jack, who was the one that wanted to leave quickly in the first place. How did you even manage to get Manny to listen to you, anyway?"

"Honestly? I have no idea Hiccup. I was expecting him to ignore me like he usually does and send us back to the workshop. But he has apparently realized that if he doesn't listen to me this time then everyone will die."

Merida rolled her eyes. It wasn't her fault that most of the guardians were idiots.

_Jack's eyelids fluttered open. Icy blue eyes slowly began to take in his surroundings as he attempted to blink away the haze of sleep that still lingered over him. After a moment, when his thoughts became a little clearer, his brow furrowed slightly in confusion as his gaze settled on the moon. Something wasn't right. Jack didn't have the best memory in the world but he was positive that he'd fallen asleep staring at the ceiling of his room in North's workshop. And yet he'd woken up with a black sky with only the moon and stars to light the world above him._

_Pulling himself out of the trance that was urging him to turn over to try and go back to sleep, Jack sat up and scanned the area around him. He was sat on a branch in one of the trees surrounding his lake, and he looked down to see the ice glinting at him. His fingers gently traced over the bark of both the branch and his staff and, after a moment of hesitation, he dropped down to the ground to scoop up some snow. The texture of the frozen water in his hands was all too real, and Jack began to get worried. Slowly, he made his way onto his lake, testing the thickness of it. Exactly as he'd left it._

_No. No, something wasn't right. Why was he at his lake when he had fallen asleep at the pole? No one would have been able to move him, he was too light a sleeper. He would have woken up if someone had so much as been walking past his door. Something was wrong. The question was, what?_

_Jack shook the thoughts from his head and leapt into the air, smiling slightly as the wind ruffled his hair. Maybe a quick fly around Burgess would calm him down slightly. He might even check in with his favorite believer. Okay, so Jamie was probably asleep, but so what? It wasn't like Jack had to wake him, he was just going to pop in and make sure that everything was okay. And Jack was a master at getting into places in the middle of the night without waking anyone up._

_As Jack flew off to Jamie's house, he tried to ignore the unsettling feeling that something was off, that there was something he didn't remember. His thoughts kept drifting to the matter, trying to figure it out, but as he arrived at his intended destination, he pushed it to the back of his mind as he crept into the window, smiling at the sight of the child lying in bed, fast asleep. He wasn't going to lie, he loved watching children sleep. It sounded creepy when he thought about it, true, but he couldn't help it. Children held a certain innocence when they slept, one that wouldn't be held forever, and one that couldn't be gained while awake. It wasn't the same with adults. Jack had seen so many adults who, even in their sleep, still seemed to be worried or concerned about something, never truly letting their mind rest. But children were different. They just looked so peaceful that it never failed to calm Jack and make him smile, even if only a little bit._

_With a soft look on his face, Jack crept closer and ran a hand through Jamie's hair. It reminded him of his sister's hair. He remembered when he was human, she used to beg him to brush her hair. And he would oblige, spending hours on end gently brushing her hair until it was soft and silky smooth. Sometimes he'd even braid her hair, just for the sake of it, even if he had to pull it apart almost immediately after he'd finished. Pippa loved it. She'd sometimes gather a few of her friends and make him brush and braid all of their hair, never giving him a chance to undo it since they always ran off, showing it off to everyone in the village. Harry, Sam and Brandon had teased him about it once, calling him a girl and mocking him, but he'd gotten his own back. All three of them had fallen asleep in a field, and they could be heavy sleepers when they wanted to be. It was one of those times, and Jack braided the short hair to the best of his abilities. He didn't stop there, though. To try and keep it in place he wove some flowers into their hair as well. The snickers that followed them all around the village almost never failed to make Jack grin, especially since none of the trio realised what had happened until the day had gone by and practically everyone had seen them._

_Jack glanced around the room, and he suddenly paused, his fingers stilling in Jamie's hair. Was he imagining it, or were some of Jamie's drawings missing? He couldn't see some of the more recent ones, and the one of the crazy sled ride Jack had given him wasn't in sight. Perhaps it had fallen off? If so, it would probably be for the best if Jack found and hung it back up before Jamie got up in the morning. It would only make the boy panic._

_But as Jack moved from his place next to Jamie to hunt for the missing drawing, Jamie began to whimper and twitch on the bed. When Jack looked at the young boy, the innocent expression was gone, and it was replaced with one of fright. Jack hesitated for a moment, not sure what he should do. He'd already told Jamie that he would not be waking him up in the night, but Jack knew how horrible nightmares were. He also knew that if it was his sister, he would not question waking her up to protect her from the night terror at all. On the other hand, no matter how Jack felt, Jamie was not his little brother, and it was not his place to treat the boy like one. So he stood there, feeling like an idiot, for quite some time, mentally fighting with himself about what he should do as Jamie grew more and more distressed in his sleep._

Bunny had a confused look on his face. "I don't remember this happening. Jack, when did this happen?"

"Just watch the memory and you'll find out, kangaroo." Came the instant response. Everyone pretended not to notice the fact that Jack looked slightly uncomfortable, for his sake if nothing else.

_A terrified shriek made Jack's head snap up, and his eyes immediately rested on Jamie. The young boy was sat upright in bed, shaking and with tears streaming down his face. He glanced at the door, where the light from the landing was shining through the gap between the bottom of the door and the floor, and, after a moment of hesitation, called out. "M-mom?"_

_Jack looked at the young boy in concern. Had Jamie not noticed that he was in the room? "Hey, are you alright, kiddo?"_

_The boy ignored him, and the feeling that something was wrong returned once again. Jack crept closer, until he was standing next to the bed. Still Jamie did not notice him. "Jamie? Are you okay?"_

_His question was met with silence from the ten year old, and Jack moved to put his arm around the boy. "Hey, Jamie, come on, look at m-"_

_His hand passed right through him._

_Jack snatched his arm back, clutching it close to his chest as terror started to grip his heart. The tingling sensation that usually came from being passed through lingered for a moment before fading, but the fear remained, it's grip icy cold, much colder than something that Jack could ever bring, he was sure. He backed away in fear, shaking his head. He didn't hear Jamie call out again, and he didn't hear the footsteps coming down the hallway as his mother came to comfort her son. He was too busy with throwing himself out of the window and letting the wind catch him, tears streaming down his face. **Jamie doesn't believe in me any more.**_

_But how? Jack had only seen the boy two days ago. He knew that, unfair as it was, Jamie's belief would not last forever, but surely it couldn't have possibly faded in two days._

_Or had it been two days? It could have been longer, for all Jack knew. He didn't even know how he came to the lake in the first place. He didn't sleep walk or sleep fly, there were too many risks for that, and he couldn't have been taken, otherwise he would have woken up. What exactly had happened while he'd been asleep?_

_Jack suddenly remembered something. He remembered settling down on a tree, staring at the moon, silently begging him once again to just let him be seen, at least once, even though he knew it wasn't possible. The moon he saw when he woke up was the same moon he'd seen when he'd fallen asleep._

_Dread started to pool in his stomach. It was heavy, weighing him down, trying to bring him to his knees. Hesitantly, Jack wandered to a nearby house. The upstairs light was off, but Jack knew that the teenager there was always on her laptop in the middle of the night anyway._

_It wasn't very difficult for Jack to get in. The girl's father was watching T.V with his wife in the living room anyway, and they always left the window open. Not one of their smarter ideas, in Jack's opinion, but extremely useful for whenever he needed to get inside the house, even if he didn't know why they were up at this hour._

_Silently, Jack opened the door to the bathroom and slipped inside, not once letting his foot touch the ground. There was a door that directly connected the bathroom to the girl's room, one that she always kept open for some reason. So it wasn't very difficult for Jack to get into her bedroom. He would be in and out in a flash._

_As Jack predicted, the girl was lying on her bed, staring at her laptop. The winter spirit approached cautiously, and peeked at the screen for a moment, his eyes darting to the bottom right corner. His heart plummeted dramatically._

_It was a week before Easter, the same year he'd become a guardian._

"Wait, what?" Alarm was written all over Rapunzel's face. "I don't understand. What's going on, Jack?"

"Punzie, if you be quiet, you'll find out."

_Suddenly struggling to control his emotions, Jack left the house as fast as he could, closing the door that led to the bathroom in the hall as silently as possible before racing to leap out of the window in the living room again. The wind seemed to know exactly where he wanted, no, needed to go, and took him to his lake immediately, ruffling his hair to try and calm him._

_Jack collapsed in the snow, shaking violently. No. No, he couldn't believe this. Had his time with the guardians really just been nothing more than a dream? Had he slipped too far into unconsciousness this time? Oh Manny, this was worse than having a nightmare. He would rather take any nightmare over this. At least when he had a nightmare he could sometimes assure himself that the world he really lived in was much better and not as cruel as in his night terrors, but this... this was so much worse. Did someone think it was funny to give him a dream so wonderful and perfect that he believed it, only to rip it away from him?_

_Jack buried his face in his arms, trying to control the flood of tears pouring down his cheeks and failing miserably. Which was just how he felt, miserable. If Easter had never happened, then what about his life before this? His life as a human, as Jackson Overland. And Pippa, his little sister. Was she even his sister? Did he have a sister? Did he even have a life before he was made to be Jack Frost, or was that all just a lie, too? Was his purpose for being here really not for what he thought it was?_

_Jack was so confused. He didn't know what to believe any more. All he knew was that it was cold, dark, and he was alone, so alone, always alone, alone alone alone. Was there no end to his constant torment and suffering? Manny, he should have just let Lightning kill him when he had the chance. Maybe he could go talk to the storm spirit, convince him to finish the job. It would end well for both of them, really. Jack would get the peace he was looking for and Lightning would finally get to avenge his brother._

_**No, stop Jack, bad train of thought, go back, go back.** Jack shook his head to try and get his thoughts under control. Who was he kidding? He wasn't going to get anyone to kill him. He didn't even have the guts to ask anyone. And besides, thinking about what both he and Lightning would gain out of Jack's murder would only remind him even more painfully of the fact that there was blood on his hands. Not just human blood, either. Spirit blood as well._

_With a cry of frustration, Jack slammed his staff into the nearest tree. He just wanted his thoughts to stop. He didn't want to think, didn't want to remember. Remember. Manny, he hated remembering now. Because now he would only be able to think of the life he could have had if he'd only stayed asleep. Was this some kind of sick joke? Or did Sandy actually believe that he would enjoy it? **Yeah, thanks a lot Sandy. Way to tell me exactly what I can't have.**_

_Jack knew it wasn't really Sandy's fault, but he couldn't help it. He was just so frustrated and tired of dragging himself through life, going through day after day of feeling like there were so many things wrong with the world that he was partly to blame for. He just needed someone to pin the blame on, to share the weight of the world that he seemed to carry alone, even if only for a moment. It was selfish, he knew, he should carry his own burdens and carry them alone, but he couldn't help it and for once, he really didn't care. Why should he be the only one in the world that messed up? Even if he was created by the moon by accident, he was still a spirit, one that was still alive thank you very much, and if Manny wanted to get rid of him then surely he would have managed to kill Jack by now. Surely he had a right to be at least a little selfish every now and again._

_Jack sat alone at his lake for what seemed like hours, thoughts swirling and battling in his brain. He didn't even remember when he'd arrived at his lake, but he couldn't be bothered to try and remember now. He was too busy having a mental argument with himself, half of him screaming at him that it was all the guardian's fault, that he should go and find them and practically demand help, while the other half of him was protesting just as loudly that no, he couldn't be selfish, and he couldn't burden bigger, more important spirits that were terribly busy all year just because he wanted them to help him, because these were stupidly little problems that he needed to deal with alone._

_The constant arguing between the two sides of Jack began to give him a headache, and he had to lie down in the snow to take a moment as he attempted to compose himself. Now that he was awake, what was he supposed to do? The beautiful dream had felt so real, and he'd stupidly believed it even so long after waking up. But how was he expected to get on with his life after experiencing such a thing?_

_Without even realizing it Jack began to walk around on the lake. The cracks of the ice failed to reach his brain as he continued to get lost in his thoughts. Then the ice gave way and he was falling, falling into the cold, unforgiving water, just like he (supposedly) had three hundred years ago when he was human (maybe) and there was nothing he could do about it. If he hadn't drowned and died before, then he certainly was now, because he couldn't escape, the ice was freezing back up above him and he was sure he could hear someone calling his name, which was impossible because he was alone alone alone..._

_Jack's eyes snapped open and he stayed where he was, pinned with fright. His chest heaved, his eyes darting around but not really seeing. It took him a few moments before he registered that he was gripping some bedsheets tightly, and that he could see his ceiling in the room that North gave him above him. It took him a few more moments to realize that this meant he was back at the pole. He sat up slowly, shaking, and he finally noticed that Tooth was standing by his bed, looking at him with concerned eyes._

"I'm confused. I thought Jack was back at his lake, and now he's suddenly back at the pole?"

Jack rolled his eyes at Rapunzel's comment. "Dream, Punzie. It was a dream. You have seen my dreams being played in earlier memories, you know."

"Don't try to be smart, Jack, it doesn't suit you."

_Slowly, hesitantly, Jack loosened his grip on the bedsheets and sat up, staring at the wall as he took deep breaths to try and calm his breathing. Tooth began to gently rub his back, soothing him a little. "Are you okay, Jack?"_

"_Yeah, yeah I'm fine." Jack muttered, running a hand through his hair. All that dream had done was confuse him about what was and wasn't reality. And he'd only had one. He didn't understand, and he wasn't fond of not understanding. Was what he'd just experienced a dream? Or was he in a dream at that moment, his mind unconsciousness or dead from falling into his lake?_

_Tooth hesitated for a moment. "Do you want to talk about it? Your nightmare?"_

_Jack thought about it for a moment before he shuddered and shook his head. No, he did not want to think about it. He would much rather push it to the back of his head and never have to think about it again, thank you very much. "Nah, I'm good thanks."_

"_Okay." Tooth bit her lip for a moment before she sat next to Jack on the bed and pulled him into a hug. He blinked in surprise for a moment before he felt himself begin to relax. His eyes closed as he shifted, letting out a small sigh. For some reason, Tooth's hug reminded him of his mother, and the way she would comfort him after he'd had a nightmare. The last time he remembered that happening was a few weeks after his father had died. Manny, he'd never realized how much he had missed this. A mother's loving embrace._

_Jack didn't have time to think more on that as he slipped back into sleep._

**Well, at least this chapter is finally out. Like I said, I really hate that this came out so late but we all know how much life likes to disturb our fandom time.**

**So, yeah, please leave a review!**


	35. Chapter 35

**So I was reading through all of my reviews, and honestly, if it wasn't for the fact that both of my parents were in the same room as me, I might have actually cried. I would just like to take a moment to thank you all for reviewing and sticking with this fanfic. You have no idea how much it means to me. Also, over two hundred reviews, guys! Thank you all so much!**

**And now, without further delay, I present you with the next chapter!**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: You see these characters in these chapters? I don't own them. You know what else I don't own? These films, a hedgehog and a life.**

"Nice job, Manny, I totally wanted to see Jack's insecurities during his first year as a guardian. That's the reason I woke up this morning." Hiccup declaired sarcastically.

"I think Manny wanted to give you a little thank you present for bothering to get out of bed." Jack snickered.

"Well he can take his present and shove it up his-"

"Hiccup!"

"What? I was gonna say nose! You need to relax, Tooth!"

_From the moment Jack's eyes slid open, he could tell that it wouldn't be a good day. His chest felt hollow, his muscles seemed to lack the strength to move, and everything was so off. Something about the world didn't sit right with Jack that day. His stomach swirled uncomfortably and his mind ran through a list of things that could be wrong. His limbs were heavy, unwilling to co-operate, and Jack found he was almost unable to even fake a smile. He just wasn't in the mood._

_Jack recognised the signs almost immediately. It was an off day. Strange, he hadn't had one of those in so long. After joining the guardians Jack found that his negative moods seemed to get less and less, the company of his friends (could he really, finally call them friends after being alone for so long?) helping him to relax slightly. There was still the fear that they would leave him of course, the harsh, blunt terror of being left alone that would occasionally grip his heart with icy claws, but then one of the guardians would do something to make his mouth curve upwards and that fear would become a little less intense._

_**Maybe the reason that you're suddenly upset is because they're going to cast you out today, and you can sense it.** A little voice in his head suddenly suggested._

North frowned. "We would never cast you out, Jack."

"Hate to break it to you, North, but past me can't hear you. And since I already know that, there's no point in telling me."

_Immediately Jack tried to shut the little voice up. That couldn't possibly be true. It was all too random and sudden to be that, and he would have seen the signs of the guardians starting to get fed up with him. He'd been looking out for them, so surely he would see them. It wasn't true. It couldn't be true. The voice in his head was lying to him._

_Groaning at the effort, Jack rolled over on the tree branch he'd been sleeping on and dropped to the ground, landing on his feet like a cat. His staff was clutched in one hand, like it always was, and he stood up, looking at his surroundings. Nothing felt right. The trees seemed to be drooping slightly, the snow wasn't soft enough, the ice on his lake looked too dark to be normal. And, Jack noticed, said ice was too thin. Much thinner than it should be, considering the fact that it was the middle of winter._

_Sighing, Jack tapped the lake with his staff to thicken the ice, then frowned in annoyance when it took a second and third go to get the ice to his standards. Still, he ignored it, and instead started to make it snow. Even the snowflakes reflected his mood. They didn't look anywhere near as impressive as usual. Each and every one of them was still unique, of course, but they seemed to lack the effort that Jack usually unconsciously provided._

_The familiar sounds of a tunnel opening caught Jack's attention, and he turned to look as Bunny hopped out, shivering slightly at the sudden cold. "Hello, Bunny. What special occasion has brought you to grace my lake with your presence?"_

"It never ceases to amaze me how you can manage pull off sarcasm no matter your mood."

"Punz, everything about me amazes you."

Merida couldn't supress a snicker.

"_Cut the sarcasm, Frostbite." Bunny grumbled. "I'm just coming to remind you that we're having a guardian meeting today, since you forgot the last three times."_

_Jack suppressed a whine. He didn't want to go to the guardian meeting. He'd arrived late the last three times because of snowball fights, books and snow deliveries, in that order. But he just didn't want to show up this time. He didn't want to have to sit there with the rest of them, a fake smile tugging painfully at his face as the other guardians chatted, completely unaware of his discomfort because they didn't care enough to look and see that he wasn't alright despite what he'd led them to believe..._

_But Jack couldn't let Bunny know he thought these things, didn't want him to even suspect that such thoughts were swirling around his mind, because then Bunny would pity him, and Jack couldn't stand pity. Pity was a way of trying to make someone feel better when you actually couldn't care less about their problems but were too polite to say so. It didn't actually achieve anything._

_Thankfully, a grunt of acknowledgement satisfied Bunny enough to make him leave, leaving Jack to slump gratefully to the ground, running a hand through his hair. Of course he would have the unfortunate luck to need to show up to a meeting during an off day. Of course he would have to sit and smile and pretend to be fine while surrounded by people when all he wanted to do was bury himself in some snow in Antarctica._

_Maybe it wouldn't be that bad. Maybe Manny would bless him with a short meeting for once and he could leave quickly before anyone had the chance to notice something was wrong. Maybe the meeting would be cancelled at the last minute. Maybe the elves would blow up the entire workshop. Now if only he could get rid of that ridiculous voice in his head telling him that this meeting was so that the guardians could kick him out._

_Jack was content to stay at his lake until he needed to go to the meeting (the time never changed, it was always held at one in the afternoon) but soon the wind began to swirl around him, reminding him of the work that had to be done. The winter spirit didn't bother to try and contain that groan of despair that escaped his throat. Why couldn't he just be left alone?_

_Three storms were due in Russia, England needed at least two inches of snow, and that didn't count all of the ice he had to refresh in both America and Canada. By the time Jack got back to Burgess, he felt like screaming in frustration. Fourty two casualties in total from the storms in Russia, and sixteen dead. Too late to save a young girl from drowning in a river in Canada. And a run in with Lightning on the way to England. Fabulous._

_It didn't help when Jack couldn't escape Burgess quickly enough. Jamie had spotted him, and invited him to join in a snowball fight with the other kids. Really, Jack just wanted to fly away as quickly as possible, but he knew he wouldn't be able to bear the look of disappointment if he said no, so instead he decided to grit his teeth and agree._

_When the children were eventually called in for lunch by their mothers, Jack couldn't help but feel glad. He knew he couldn't keep up his act for long, not when he really wasn't in the mood. He was sure Jamie would assume that he needed to go spread winter somewhere else in the world, which gave Jack an excuse to leave. His face ached from the forced smile that he'd held almost all day. His limbs were shaking from all of the power he'd used up. And the door that he'd locked all of the bad thoughts behind had burst open and were attacking him, stabbing him from the inside with jagged swords. **If only you could control your powers a bit better. Then no one would have gotten hurt in those storms.**_

"_Shut up." Jack whispered firmly to himself, even though he knew from experience that nothing would make the voices be silent. "Just leave me alone."_

_**Oh, you're back to wanting to be alone now, are you? You need to stop changing your mind like this. People find it annoying, you know. Changing your mind will just make people more annoyed with you than they already are.**_

"_I said shut up! Why can't you just leave me be?"_

_**Don't be ridiculous, Jack. You and I both know that, in the end, I am all that you will ever have. You know how the story ends. You'll lose your believers, the guardians will abandon you, and even the wind will leave without ever looking back. And when that day comes, I'm going to be all you have.**_

"_That's not true! The guardians, they said they wouldn't leave me alone, they said I'll always be welcome, they said-"_

_**They've said a lot of things that didn't actually happen, Jack. It's just a matter of time until you find yourself alone, your only company being your own thoughts. You haven't even listened to your own warnings to not get close, have you?**_

_Jack clenched his fists, knuckles turning even whiter than they already were. "Wind! Take me to Antarctica!"_

_**No please? Looks like you've forgotten your manners, Jack. You always take advantage of the wind, telling it where to take you. It doesn't have to, you know. The wind chose to help carry you around. But it can't even pick you up without that piece of twig in your hand, can it? Your whole life is dependent on a dead stick.**_

"_It's a staff." Jack muttered, automatically defending his most precious possession._

_**Stick, staff, whatever. Who cares? Only you.**_

_This time Jack didn't reply, part of him hoping that the voices would take the hint and leave him. As if that had ever worked before._

_After what seemed like hours Jack finally landed in Antarctica, his mood no better. The voices just wouldn't shut up. Nothing could make them be quiet. Jack wanted to scream and claw at his mind, to tear out the taunting voices and harmful words right out of his brain and freeze them, never to bother him again. He tugged his hair, whines and whimpers escaping his throat every now and then. But there was nothing he could do other than to bear it all because those damn voices would not. Shut. Up._

_In the back of his mind, Jack was glad that he had fled to Antarctica in time. He was in no mood to control his powers and no one could die from a blizzard if there was no other living creature around in the first place. And the blizzard that surrounded him was completely out of his control at that point._

_Jack had no idea how long he was there, trembling in the snow and willing the harsh words in his head to go away. He knew he was late for the guardian meeting, and that they would be getting worried, but he didn't care._

_**Of course you don't care. Why would you? Face it, no matter how many times you try to be selfless, somehow you always manage to bring it back to yourself. Everything is about you. It's always poor little Jackie who's all alone, poor little Jackie that wasn't spared a lifetime of attention by the guardians, higher beings that have better things to do with their lives than to take care of you. And it's not like they really care. They'll probably only send Bunny to fetch you because they need to talk about something extremely important that you need to know. Or unless they're kicking you out. Other than that, they have no reason to collect you. It's not as though they're going to bother to worry about someone like you.**_

"_I THOUGHT I TOLD YOU TO SHUT UP!" Jack screamed, pulling his hair even harder. He was almost certain that he'd actually yanked a few strands right out of his head, but he didn't care. He couldn't feel it anyway._

_**Incapable of feelings, incapable of friendship, incapable of a family. And you think that the guardians actually care about you? Even you know that it's stupid to think like that. Hopes don't make anything better, they just keep the disappointment at bay for longer, letting it all pile up on top until it all gets let out in one big flood of pain. And you've been foolish, haven't you? You've allowed yourself to hope. Maybe you should try and leave them now, and lessen the pain that you will feel later. But you won't, because you're too weak to let it go until it's ripped away from you.**_

"_Stop, please stop." Jack begged, clutching his head as if he could squeeze the voices out. But he couldn't, so he continued._

_**You don't even know why you're upset, do you? I mean, who are you kidding, trying to convince yourself that this is just an off day? There's no such thing as off days, it's just you trying to make yourself look less weak when in reality you know that it's just you being pathetic. Why would the guardians want to stay by your side forever, when they could be doing things much more important than taking care of a depressing teenager?**_

_Jack gave up trying to fight the voices, gave up trying to chase them away and make them stop. He just stayed where he was, perfectly still, taking the insults they threw at him, wishing that someone, anyone, would rescue him. "Please, someone please, help me, don't leave me like this, please, please save me." He begged quietly._

_All of a sudden, Jack felt the wind leave, and all he could do was curl up even more, whimpering as his thoughts continued. **You see? Even the wind has left you. The wind is sick of you complaining all the time. Why do you always have to chase everyone away?**_

_Jack had no idea how long he was there, left alone to his own thoughts. All he knew was that with each passing second, his mood got worse, and the blizzard that surrounded him got more violent._

_Eventually, however, he felt the familiar feeling of the wind swirling around him, and in the distance, he could faintly hear Bunny's voice, calling his name. **You forgot about the guardian meeting. He's come to collect you and is going to see how weak you really are.**_

"_Stop, please." Jack whispered, hands covering his ears as if that would actually achieve anything. He couldn't help but wonder why Bunny had actually bothered to search for him to take him to this meeting when he could just go to his warren for a while and then go back saying that Jack couldn't be found. The voice in the distance got louder._

"_Frostbite! Where are you?"_

_**Because the huge blizzard isn't a big enough hint. Although it would probably kill him. Then you'd be responsible for the death of another spirit, wouldn't you?**_

_Jack flinched at the thought. He didn't want Bunny to die because of him. He never wished death on anyone, especially not because of the cold, but if Bunny walked into the storm, there wasn't much he could do. Not when he was in such an emotional state and unable to control his powers. That was why he ran to Antarctica in the first place._

"_FROSTBITE!"_

_The voice was getting closer, Jack realized with a sinking heart. No, why didn't Bunny understand that he was going to die if he attempted to battle the blizzard? And even if he did survive, he'd only scoff at and mock Jack for not being as strong as he appeared to be, for having a break down in the middle of Antarctica. Jack wouldn't be able to bear that._

"_Frostbite, come on!"_

_Was Bunny in the storm? Jack couldn't tell. Maybe he was, judging by the voice. Which was stupid. He was going to freeze to death. And Bunny hated the cold, so why was he risking it? Surely he wouldn't risk his life just to drag him to a stupid meeting. Unless the wind had gone to get help and chose Bunny..._

_**Nice job, Jack. Your whining has forced the wind to go and get help just to shut you up, and now Bunny has a chance of freezing to death in the blizzard that you made. You're always such a burden. Can't you be grateful for once in your life?**_

_Jack whimpered, curling even further in on himself. He just wanted the voices to stop, and there was nothing he could do to make them. He was on the edge of tears, and yet he knew he couldn't cry, crying was showing weakness and he was already showing enough of that. If Bunny ever saw him crying, he would laugh at him and tease him about it for the rest of eternity..._

"_Frostbite?"_

_Jack froze. Bunny's voice was close, too close. Which meant he'd survived the storm and had spotted what was in the centre of it. Crap._

"_Frostbite? You alright?"_

_For a moment, Jack didn't understand, and he almost considered asking the rabbit what he meant. But then, like always, the voices in his head spoke up.** Don't get your hopes up. He only wants to know so that he can tell the other guardians why he returned without you. And they won't argue with him, either, because they don't actually want you there. Just say you're fine and he might leave you alone to tell the guardians that you refused to go with him.**_

_Jack didn't want to burden Bunny any more than he already was. But he couldn't stop the words coming out of his mouth in time. "No, not really."_

_**Idiot! Why would you say that? As if you didn't look weak enough already. Now he's going to laugh at you even more than he already was. Manny, you're such an idiot, Jack.**_

_But Bunny did not laugh at or mock him, at least, not yet. Instead, he crept over to the winter spirit and knelt down next to him. "What's the matter, Frostbite?"_

_Jack wanted to tell him to go away, to leave him alone because he was fine, and even if he wasn't it was nothing he couldn't handle. He wanted to make Bunny so angry that he would leave him alone and not have to deal with him. Even though it would hurt, it would be better knowing that he was left alone because no one truly wanted him and he wasn't being a burden. He wanted to be left alone with the depressing and hurtful thoughts because of one reason, and one reason only that the voices kept repeating to him. **You deserve it, Jack Frost.**_

_He wanted to do all of these things, but he just couldn't do it, because another part of him was crying, calling out for help over and over again and it would take any help that it got. It was this part that took over him, and all of a sudden, he found words spilling out of his mouth, ones he was unable to control. And he didn't really want to. "Make it stop."_

_Bunny tilted his head. "Make what stop, Frostbite?"_

"_The voices. Make them stop. Help me, please, please help me." Jack began to tremble, feeling his tears pushing to spill over the edge. He scratched his arms unconsciously, even though it wasn't doing anything because his hoodie sleeves were down. He felt so out of control and open and Bunny was right there, judging him and the voices were screaming at him and oh Manny everything hurt so much someone make it stop please please please..._

"_Frostbite? Frostbite, are you okay? Can you hear me?"_

_Jack flung himself into Bunny's arms, tears spilling over the edge, sobs wracking his already shaking body violently. "Make it stop! Please, please make it stop! Make the voices be quiet! I don't like it!"_

_He needed control over himself, he needed to pull himself back in so that his mind was in control once again, because then he could get rid of Bunny and stop showing weakness. To make matters worse the voices in his head would not still not stop talking. **You're just giving him more and more reasons to tease you. And you can't even control yourself. See how wortheless you are, Jack Frost? No one wants a winter spirit that can't even control himself. Bunny's going to leave you here alone, and he's going to tell the other guardians what's wrong with you so they can kick you out, leaving you alone again.**_

_Jack cried harder, thin arms clinging to the holiday spirit even tighter. "Please don't leave me! Please, I don't want to be alone again. I don't want to go back to that life with them."_

_Warm, furry arms wrapped around his waist and pulled him closer, and Jack could feel Bunny nuzzling his hair soothingly. "Who's them, Jack?"_

"_The voices." Jack sobbed into Bunny's fur. "Don't make me go back with them. I don't like them. I don't want to be alone, please!"_

_Bunny hushed him quietly. "Easy there, Frostbite. I'm not gonna leave you alone, don't worry. Shh, it's okay Jack, I'm here."_

_Jack whimpered at the gentle tone, burying his face into Bunny's shoulder even more. Still the voices wouldn't shut up. **Pathetic. What are you doing, forcing Bunny to try and help you? You should be able to deal with this on your own. Everyone else would.**_

"_Shut up!" Jack screamed, hands flying up to cover his ears. His body tensed up as he tried to fight away the voices, even though he knew it wouldn't work, because nothing ever did, he couldn't get rid of them on his own._

"_It's okay, Frostbite." Bunny whispered in his ear. "I'm here. I'm not leaving. You're not alone. I won't let you be alone ever again. Promise."_

_Jack sniffed and continued to hold onto Bunny as if the world would end if he dared to let go. The voices were still talking, still taunting, and Jack wondered if anything would truly be able to make them be quiet forever._

_But Jack couldn't help but notice that at Bunny's words, they seemed to be a little quieter._

_Time ticked on and Bunny continued to hold Jack, rocking him gently and speaking to him soothingly. With each minute the voices got quieter and quieter until they seemed to be nothing more than mere whispers in the back of his mind. Still the holiday spirit did not let him go._

"_Feeling better?" Bunny asked after what seemed like forever. Jack found he could only nod in response. His eyes drooped heavily, yawns escaping his mouth every so often, and Bunny suddenly seemed so warm and comfortable. He hadn't slept in Manny knew how long. He hadn't needed to, but all of the power he'd used that day on top of how long he'd been crying had drained him._

_Jack was vaguely aware of Bunny picking him up and tapping his foot twice to summon a tunnel, but then his eyes closed and he drifted off into sleep, his head blissfully silent._

**I know it's a month late, and I'm sorry, but at least this chapter is up, right? And anyway, you all know how busy December is, right? Right?**

**Depending on if I get any other ideas, there will probably only be two more chapters of this fanfic. Yes, we are nearly at the end! The last two will be Jack meeting Hiccup, Rapunzel and Merida, and then when they return to the workshop.**

**So, yeah, please leave a review before you go!**


	36. Chapter 36

**Hey guys! Guess who kinda promised Jack meeting Hiccup, Merida and Rapunzel in the next chapter! And guess who hasn't done it!**

**Okay, I know you've all been waiting for the meeting, but this has been playing with my mind for a while and when a reviewer decides to help me along by giving me an idea for this particular topic, I just can't bring myself to say no.**

**So, yeah, here's the next chapter. Credit to jayleaf1 for the chapter idea, thank you so much!**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I spend my life on the internet writing fanfiction. I'm not gonna be owning any of these characters any time soon.**

"So now that we have all been shown that delightful memory, I'm sure your urge to murder Bunny has disappeared." Jack piped up.

"It's not disappeared." Merida muttered. "But it has faded slightly, I'll give you that."

"Which, when translated from Merida's language into modern English, means that Bunny is forgiven."

"Let's change the subject slightly." Rapunzel said before Merida had a chance to retaliate to Hiccup's comment. "What do we think the next memory is gonna be?"

"Oh Manny, I hope it's the one where I gave Bunny a frost mustache and he didn't notice all day. That was so funny, probably one of the best things I have ever done."

_The first time it happened was so insignificant (well, it was insignificant in his mind) that Jack was surprised they found it strange at all. Having lived on scraps in his three hundred years of existance as a spirit, he had learnt to not be picky about what food he could get his hands on. Food was food, and if it tasted awful because it wasn't cooked or was out of date, well, it was better than starving to death. Jack didn't actually know if he could starve to death as a spirit, but he wasn't eager to test it and find out. Besides, he had discovered he was quite good at avoiding vomiting, so he could control himself enough to keep the food in his stomach, and that would fuel him for a few weeks or so._

_Ever since Blizzard's death, Jack had a thing about taking food from others unless the food was offered or he was absolutely desperate. He couldn't stand it. The thought of stealing food from someone else made him feel ill. Which was almost amusing, when Jack thought about it. He could eat food that was out of date without a problem, but eating food that he had taken made him feel sick to the stomach. Which is why he only ever took food that had already been thrown out and wasn't wanted. And even then, if he saw someone who desperately needed it, Jack would place it nearby so long as the food wouldn't make them sick._

_It never occurred to Jack how strange and worrying this might be for any other spirit, especially the guardians. After three hundred years, it became as natural for him to scavenge for food as getting fresh food from their kitchen or garden would be to anyone else. He saw no reason to have to change that._

_Food when offered, though, was okay. Which is why when North asked him if he wanted some milk, Jack accepted gladly. He wasn't exactly hungry, but he was thirsty, and he could control his body temperature and ice powers enough to manage to not freeze the liquid before he had a chance to drink it._

_When the elves arrived with the milk, Jack took his glass and started to wander around the workshop, taking a small drink occasionally. His nose screwed up each time at the taste, but he continued to drink anyway. He wasn't about to ask for another glass just because this milk was out of date. North may have a lot of food and drink, but his workshop wasn't a restaurant, and Jack wasn't going to treat it like one._

_Once Jack had drained the whole glass, though, it was only a minute later before he heard the sound of North thundering down the hall, calling his name. Jack couldn't help but sigh. What had he done now?_

"_Jack!" North yelled once he spotted the winter spirit. "Don't-" He paused when his eyes fell upon the empty glass. "You drank the milk?"_

_Jack raised an eyebrow. That was what North wanted to talk about? Really? "Uh, yeah?"_

"_The whole glass?"_

"_Yeah, as proven by this empty glass that clearly has no milk in it. Why?"_

"_Yetis forgot to keep an eye on the date and didn't throw out the milk. Jack, you should not have drank it if it tasted off! You should have come back an asked for another glass of fresh milk."_

_Jack blinked. North was worried because he drank off milk? What for? So it was a few days out of date, so what? "Uh, I'll keep that in mind? Can I go now? Scotland is due at least three inches of snow, and I really can't put this off."_

_North looked confused. "Go? Jack, you could fall ill! Surely this snow can wait another day."_

_Oh. Right, of course. Most people usually got ill and started throwing up if they ate or drank anything out of date. North was concerned that he might be sick. Or maybe he just felt like it was his duty to take care of him if he was sick, even if he didn't want to._

_**Shut up, negative side, no one asked you for your opinion.**_

"_As a matter of fact, North, I actually can't. Scotland needs that snow now. The longer I put it off, the more snow I'll have to give them in one go, and I can't be bothered with that."_

"_But-"_

"_I'll be fine, North. I don't get sick from milk that's out of date anyway." He flung open the nearest window and turned to wave at the Christmas spirit. "See you later, North!"_

_He jumped out of the window and let the wind take him away in it's currents, not bothering to look back and see the puzzled look on North's face._

_The second time it happened because of (in true Christmas spirit) cookies._

_North had asked him if he wanted to help make some cookies for the guardian meeting, and Jack had practically pounced on the chance. He'd always wanted to try making cookies, but since he didn't have anything other than his lake and his staff, he'd never gotten the chance._

_They had just mixed the cookie dough together and North had gotten distracted by trying to get the elves out of the kitchen, leaving Jack alone for a moment. With the cookie dough. And despite Jack telling himself firmly in his head that he could wait until the cookies were actually done, his eyes kept drifting to the dough, his mouth watering. He hadn't eaten for so long, and he'd been feeling the hunger for days. Huge demands for snow kept him busy with barely a moment to rest and find some food and then he remembered that North wanted his help for something and rushed straight to the workshop without giving himself a chance to eat. Plus, it was cookie dough. He loved cookie dough, had loved it from the very moment he found some that a person had thrown out when they had a little bit extra. It was a waste, true, but it did mean that Jack got to experience cookie dough. Ever since then cookie dough had been a treat, and if he found some, then damn everything else, it was his._

_It was chocolate chip as well. And it was right in front of him, practically begging him to eat it. Jack was sure if he was on the other side of the workshop he would still hear the call of the cookie dough. How could he resist when he was so hungry? **Maybe just one little taste. Surely North won't notice a tiny bit of cookie dough missing.**_

_Jack didn't allow himself much time to think about it as he took a small amount of cookie dough on his finger and brought it to his mouth. He would probably regret this later, but he was hungry and it was cookie dough, so damn the regrets he would have later. The cookie dough was his._

_The cookie dough had just reached his tongue when a voice made him jump."Okay, Jack, back to the cookies!"_

_Jack froze, mouth still hanging wide open, probably making him look like an idiot. Dammit. Trust North to turn around just when he finally decided to have a tiny bit of cookie dough. Manny, all he could do was hope that North didn't kill him for trying to eat his precious cookie dough._

_But instead of yelling at him, North just stared at him for a moment or two before he burst out laughing. Jack felt himself relax slightly. "You didn't have to wait until my back was turned to eat the cookie dough, Jack! Elves do it all the time."_

_**Well. That explains a lot.** Jack swallowed the blob of dough and turned to North. "Yeah, but unlike the elves, I was only going to have a bit."_

_North chuckled and ruffled his hair, a thing Jack would never actually admit he liked. "It is not as if we will run out of cookie dough, Jack. I would never allow it You may have as much as you like."_

_His stomach, of course, decided to contribute to the conversation with a particularly loud rumble. Jack felt his face heat up slightly and he could have groaned out loud. **Traitor.**_

_Something seemed to occur to North, and the smile slipped from his face. "Jack, when was the last time you had a decent meal?"_

"To this day I still don't know how he figured this out from only a piece of cookie dough and a stomach rumble."

"It was too loud to be normal." North insisted. "And you were too thin."

"It never occurred to you that he might just be thin naturally?" Hiccup asked.

"No one is like a skeleton naturally."

"_Uh... a couple of months, maybe three?" Jack didn't actually know. He had never bothered to keep track of how often he ate. What did it matter? All it meant was that he would have to remember something boring that he didn't actually care about. Would counting the number of days since he'd last eaten change how often he needed to eat? No. So there was no point._

_But the information seemed to worry North further. "What was it that you had?"_

_Jack strained to remember. Manny, was this some kind of rule about being a guardian he'd missed? Did he seriously have to keep track of how often he ate and what he ate? If so, it was a ridiculous rule, and he would refuse to obey it. It was too much effort. "Uh, a sandwich and a packet of crisps maybe?"_

_North's eyes widened. "Jack, you do realize that is not a real meal, right?"_

_Jack was confused even further. "Does it matter? It's enough to sustain me for a while. I'm a spirit, after all. I don't need food that often."_

_The concern from the other spirit seemed to grow. "That does not mean you should not have a proper meal, Jack. Why did you not have something decent and filling?"_

"_Well it's kind of difficult to get my hands on something like that. It's not as if people throw out full meals on a regular basis."_

_North stiffened in shock, and it took Jack a moment or two to realize what he'd just said. **Crap. I forgot most people don't take scavenging for food too well.**_

"_Jack, what do you mean by throw out?" North asked slowly. Jack swallowed before he chuckled nervously and rubbed the back of his neck. "Isn't there's something more important you have to do than stand here and chat with me?"_

"_Jack. Do not change the subject. What do you mean by throw out?"_

"_I'm sure Carl has gotten the colour of the toys wrong again."_

"_Jack. Answer the question. What do you mean by throw out?"_

_Jack sighed in despair. Crap. He wasn't getting out of this, was he? "I mean food that isn't wanted for whatever reason and has been thrown away. I didn't exactly have any other way to eat, and I'm not eager to experiment to find out if spirits can die of starvation, thank you very much."_

It was strange and almost heartbreaking for the three other seasonals to hear this conversation. None of them were used to Jack being like this. They were used to a Jack who constantly asked North what he had in the kitchen, a Jack that practically inhaled his food at dinner, a Jack that even occasionally took some food from the kitchen to give it to someone, possibly a child, he had found starving in the streets, knowing that North would not mind. Not a Jack that refused to touch food that came from the guardians. They were almost ashamed to think about the fact that they hadn't considered what the guardians had done to help Jack while they were watching his memories.

_North's eyes softened slightly. Jack couldn't tell if it was with pity or sympathy. "And you are still doing this? Scavenging for food? You realize you can come to one of us and ask for food, right?"_

_Ask for food? Was North mad? There was no way in hell he was going to take advantage of the guardians like that when he could just take the unwanted food. "North, really, it's fine. It's not as if anyone else was going to eat the food anyway. I wouldn't take it if someone else wanted or needed it."_

"_It is not fine, Jack. You should not have to take unwanted food. You should have fresh food, that is much better for someone of your age."_

"_I'm over three hundred years old!"_

_North ignored him. "Next time you are hungry, I want you to come to me, understand?"_

"_But-"_

"_Understand?"_

_Jack hesitated. He didn't want to say yes only to ignore the instruction, because that was as bad as breaking a promise, and Jack hated breaking promises. And yet somehow he didn't think North would take no for an answer. But he just couldn't say yes. He couldn't take someone else's food like that. It would go against everything he had taught himself about taking food during his three hundred years of isolation. Besides, the last time he'd taken someone else's food, he'd cost someone their life. And by someone, he meant a certain wolf that had adored him and followed him around loyally._

_North seemed to notice his reluctance, so he tried something different. "Tell you what. We are having a dinner next week. I want you to come. You will enjoy it. Yeti's are very good cooks."_

_Jack sighed. "If I don't show up, you'll just send Phil to pick me up via a sack and magic portal, won't you? Fine, I'll be there."_

_Jack turned to leave, but stopped for a second when North called after him. "Jack, come to me if you ever need food. We have plenty to spare, and we will never say no. I do not like seeing you have to take food that has been thrown out."_

_Jack bit his lip for a moment, considering the offer, before he replied. "I'll try and keep that in mind."_

_With that, he jumped out of the window,letting the wind take him back to his lake, and if he seemed to eat a little more than a normal person was at dinner the next week, then no one mentioned it._

"North practically shoved food down my throat every time I visited." Jack grumbled slightly. "And Bunny only encouraged it."

"Hey, it got you to start eating at the pole more, didn't it?"

"I guess so."

Merida, Hiccup and Rapunzel exchanged a look but kept quiet as they waited for the next memory to appear.

**So there's the end of the chapter! Alright, the next chapter really should be Jack meeting the other seasonals, since I don't expect to get distracted with any other chapter ideas. Thank you once again to jayleaf1 for helping me out by giving me this chapter idea! And before you leave, please leave a review, it will be very much appreciated and loved.**


	37. Chapter 37

**Ladies and gentlemen, the moment you have all been waiting for is here! The thing that many of you have been longing to see for so long has arrived. Yes, my dear readers, this chapter is finally the chapter where Jack meets... *drumroll* Cupid!**

**Nah, I'm just kidding. Mike Stamford is not making an appearance in this fic.**

**I know a lot of you have been waiting patiently for this particular chapter, and I have finally come to deliver. Am I going to somehow screw it up and make it awful after getting everyone to hope that it's going to be absolutely amazing? Yeah, probably. But still, you're here now, so all I can do is ask you to sit back, relax and enjoy the chapter!**

**Key:**

_Memories/Manny talking_

Normal

**Jack's thoughts**

**Disclaimer: I don't own Rise of the Guardians (if I did there would be a sequel by now), Tangled, Brave or How To Train Your Dragon**

Silence hung in the room for a few seconds before Jack sighed in boredom. "Are we not getting a next memory? Are we just going to stand here for the rest of eternity? Well, I suppose it means we'll find out if spirits can starve to death. That's if we don't die of dehydration first, of course."

"Jack?"

"Yeah, Punz?"

"Shut up."

"Oh come on! You can't possibly expect me to just stand here quietly when there's nothing going on. I'm telling you Punz, I'll die of boredom if I don't-"

"_WHAT?!"_

_To say that Jack was angry was the underestimation of the century. He'd thought that the guardians would have picked up the hint after knowing him for this long, but apparently not._

_It was just after Christmas and North was spending his time relaxing for a week before he got everyone back to work again. That meant Jack could hang out at the pole and spare even more time with North than normal. His fifth year anniversary of becoming a guardian was approaching, and some part of Jack was extremely surprised that he'd managed to keep his place for nearly five years._

_And then North said something that he really shouldn't have._

_At that moment the man in question was waving his arms frantically, trying to get the winter spirit to calm down, but Jack didn't listen. He was livid and in no mood to be reasoned with. If North thought he was going to get away with this, then he was sorely mistaken._

"_So let me get this straight." Jack said, his voice dangerously low. The temperature dropped at least four degrees and North took a step back. "You're telling me that there are three new spirits around, and not only did you not tell me, but you also didn't bother to greet them, make sure they were okay or get in contact with them at all?"_

"_Well, yes, but-"_

"_ARE YOU CRAZY? What in the world made you think that it was a good idea to leave three new spirits on their own?! How long have you known that they've been around, anyway?"_

"_A month, but-"_

"_A MONTH?!" Jack shrieked. "They've been alone for at least a month? That's not good enough, North. For all we know, they could have been around for much longer. What if they don't know what to do? What if Manny hasn't told them anything? What if they're alone out there, frightened and confused?"_

"_Jack, I am sure that they have someone with them who is teaching them everything."_

"_No! No, North! Don't you dare pull that card on me, because you and I both know it won't work! What if there isn't someone there for them, teaching them everything they need to know? What if they were just dumped here like I was?"_

"_Jack, you worry too much. I am sure that they are fine."_

"_That's not a risk I'm willing to take. I would rather go to help them out and make a fool of myself by finding out that they've already got help than to ignore it and hope someone else is taking care of it, leaving them alone. No one deserves to be alone, North. No one. Isolation is a fate I wouldn't wish on anyone. Not even Pitch."_

_North hesitated and reached out a hand. "Jack, listen to me..."_

_Jack chuckled darkly. "No, North. You can listen to me. Let me tell you exactly what I'm going to do. Whether you like it or not, I am going to find these spirits and make sure they're okay. If they're not, I'm going to bring them all back to the pole to take care of them, keep them safe and explain everything to them. And should that happen there had better be three extra rooms for them to stay in. I honestly couldn't care less what you think about the matter. I don't care if these spirits are on the Nice List, Naughty List or the Deserves To Be Tied To A Pole, Fed Prunes And Burnt To Death List. I won't let them be alone."_

"_Jack, please think this through." North begged. "I'm sure Manny will take care of them."_

"_Again, that's not a risk I'm going to take. I couldn't care less if Manny himself dropped in front of me and ordered me to leave them be or I'd get stripped from my guardian title and branded as a criminal. What kind of guardian would I be if I just left them to suffer? No, I won't let that happen."_

_With that, Jack leapt into the air and flew out of the window, mentally asking the wind to take him to the first new spirit. **You idiot. If the guardians weren't going to kick you out before, they definitely will now. Who do you thihk you are, talking to North like that?**_

_Jack almost groaned in irritation and chose to ignore the voice. Now wasn't the time. He had a spirit to greet. It would hurt if he got kicked out of the group for being so rude, true, but at least he would be content with the knowledge that he had at least looked out for three new spirits. He wasn't going to let any newcomers run the risk of being forced into isolation like he had. He would protect as many as he could from that horrible fate, no matter what it cost him._

"And that was the day North not only found out about Jack's temper, but also about how stubborn he can be when he sets his mind to something."

"Ah, it makes him a good worker when he wants to be. And he would not be Jack if he was not stubborn."

_The first place the wind took him was a forest in Germany, and for a moment Jack wondered why, of all places, he'd been taken to a seemingly empty forest, the only signs of life being the wild animals slowly emerging from hibernation. Jack couldn't help but wrinkle his nose at the heat of spring and he wrapped his arms around himself, trying to regain some of the cold he felt his body had lost._

_As Jack quietly crept around the forest, staff in hand, he heard a sudden rustling to his left and spun to face the sound, eyes scanning everything that was in his sight. The sound was too loud to be a normal animal like a squirrel, but there were no bushes small enough to conceal a person or spirit._

_The trees, however, looked more than capable of sheltering an army or so. A spirit wouldn't have a problem hiding in those._

"_I know you're there." Jack said quietly, feeling as if he was dealing with a frightened animal. "That sounds horribly cliché, I know, but it's true. I do know you're there in the trees. So there's no point in hiding really, is there?"_

_More rustling. Jack took that as an encouragement. "Will you come out? I'd like to be able to talk to you properly, not just talking through some leaves to you."_

_A figure dropped out of the tree, although they were still mainly concealed by the shadows so Jack couldn't make out much. Slowly, hesitantly, the spirit began to creep forward, and Jack felt his jaw practically drop to the ground._

_A girl stepped in front of him, someone who couldn't be much older than eighteen, one hand clutching a frying pan. Her feet were as bare as his own, and although her pink dress wasn't exactly modern, she was definitely a new spirit, otherwise Jack would have heard about her before, so she must have come from somewhere that was still having trouble keeping up with the times (said places were often hidden enough that no one knew where they were, but they would be discovered if one learnt how to look properly). But that wasn't what shocked Jack. What shocked him was her hair. And boy was there a lot of hair. It trailed on the ground after her and some of it was even still up in the tree from where she'd been hiding. Surely no human being could have hair that long._

_Still, Jack cleared his throat and grinned at the girl slightly. "That's better. That's quite a lot of hair you've got there."_

_The girl gripped her frying pan tighter and stepped towards him cautiously. "Who are you? How did you know I exist? How did you find me?"_

_Jack took a step back, raising his hands slightly. "Whoa, calm down. No need to swing the frying pan at me, I'm not gonna hurt you." The girl relaxed a bit, and Jack slowly lowered his hands. "My name is Jack Frost, the spirit of winter. Sorry I couldn't get here sooner, but Manny doesn't really like talking to me, so I only recently found out you existed, and even then it was only because the wind told."_

_The girl's eyes furrowed in confusion. "What do you mean the wind told you? And who's Manny?"_

_Ah. So not as clear on the spirit world as she could be. Well, Jack would fix that soon enough. "Manny is just short for the Man in the Moon. You'll get used to that term often enough. And, well, I guess the wind didn't tell me exactly. But I do understand what the wind is trying to tell me, and you'll be amazed how far voices can be carried when the wind can be bothered."_

_The girl narrowed her eyes at him in distrust. "Why are you here? Why didn't you come here sooner?"_

"_Like I said, Manny doesn't exactly like talking to me, especially to keep me on top of stuff. But I came as soon as I found out, I swear it." Jack took a cautious step closer. "I've come to help you. You know, with getting used to this life and everything. I didn't know if someone was already helping you, so I decided to just make sure."_

_The girl stared at him for a moment longer before she nodded in acceptance and lowered her frying pan. "Okay. I – I believe you."_

_Jack sighed slightly in relief. "Great. Okay, so before I start explaining everything, I just need to know one thing. Do you, uh, happen to remember any past life you might have had, or how you ended up here? I mean, because I think there are sometimes difficulties with those memories getting through every now and then, and I just wanted to make sure-"_

_The girl interrupted him from his rambling. "Yes, I do remember my past life."_

"_Do you want to tell me?"_

_The girl hesitated for a moment. "I – I guess so. Well, I was the princess of my kingdom, Corona, but there was an... incident. People started to invade my kingdom, claiming that it was time we all moved on from our "old-fashioned" lives and started to live in the twenty first century properly. We managed to chase them out, but we lost so many lives... I would have saved them, but I didn't have my hair at that moment in time, so I couldn't. I – my husband was one of the many that died in the battle, and my parents were barely alive. But there was one thing that happened that my kingdom found to be a miracle. Everyone in the kingdom was physically hurt in some way, everyone except for the children. I'd managed to take them into the forest and hide them underground, away from the fighting."_

"_Hold on a second. You saved the children from getting hurt and killed? Out of curiosity, why?"_

"_I didn't want any of them to get hurt. They're just children, after all. So I decided to help them. I know a few secret places for them, places almost no one else knew about, so I knew that I could hide them there without them being found. When the battle was over and I returned with the children, there was a moonbeam shining on the ground. Then I heard a voice, telling me that I had done a good job protecting the children, and that he wanted me to take on the role as the spirit of spring with the promise that I would get my hair back. At first I was worried, but when he mentioned that I could help control the season and protect people from it getting out of control, I accepted. The next thing I knew I woke up here, with all of my hair back in place and completely invisible. That was when the moon explained to me that I couldn't be seen unless people believed that I existed. He told me not to worry, though, because there would be someone on the way to help me."_

_Jack nodded. **Another seasonal spirit? Wow, didn't think I'd ever find any spirit with a similar job to me. Maybe I can convince her that I'm not all death and destruction like most spirits think I am. **"Well, I'm glad that you made it your priority to save the children, Miss... uh..."_

"_Rapunzel." The girl smiled. "Call me Rapunzel."_

"_Rapunzel, huh? Well, Rapunzel, I think that it was a very brave thing you did. How did you get them to follow you, anyway?"_

"_I told them that we were going to go out to the forest and collect some things from the forest. I've always been interested in art, and I wanted the children to at least have a go at learning, so I do this kind of thing regularly with them. They trusted me, so I could lead them to safety for a while."_

"_Well, Punzie," Jack smirked, his grin growing even wider when she returned the smile at the nickname. "I think that was a great idea. Very imaginative, I must say. Don't let go of that imagination, you hear?"_

_Rapunzel smiled back more, albeit cautiously. **That caution will hopefully change in time. **"I won't, don't worry Jack."_

"_Wait a sec, you mentioned getting your hair back. Did you seriously have this much hair when you were human as well?"_

_Rapunzel nodded. "It's a long story, you see-"_

"_Yeah, I'm afraid we might not have time for that right now. You see, there are two other spirits that are new to this world, and I need to check on them and make sure they're okay."_

_Rapunzel seemed to deflate. "Oh, okay then."_

_Jack couldn't stand the disappointed look on her face. He hated disappointing people. "Hey, don't be like that. It's just that I'm sure you all have backstories to tell and it just seems easier to tell them all at once, especially if we're gonna be friends. Tell you what, you can come with me to get the other two, okay?"_

_Rapunzel considered the offer for a moment. "Okay."_

"YES! Past me knows how it's done!"

"Rapunzel, what are you on about?"

"We did the thing from The Fault In Our Stars!"

Merida stared at her for a second before backing away slowly. "You're crazy."

"Hey!"

"_Great!" Jack smiled. "Let's go, then."_

_He was just about to leap into the air when a hand grabbed his sleeve. "Wait! I – I can't come. I can't fly."_

"_Not a problem. Here, climb onto my back and I'll fly you there."_

"_Are you sure?" Rapunzel looked at him nervously. "I mean, no offence, but you don't seem very strong – that is, I mean to say I might be too heavy for you to carry me, I'm not implying-!"_

"_Hey, calm down, no offence taken." Jack soothed. "It'll be fine, see? I'm stronger than I look, and so long as I hold onto my staff and you hold onto me, the wind can carry us both."_

_Rapunzel hesitated for a moment before she nodded in agreement and climbed onto Jack's back. Jack had to admit, she was a bit heavier than he was used to, but he carried Jamie around all the time, so he was sure it would be fine. And he'd had plenty of practice with his younger sister when he was human, too, so he was sure he could carry her to wherever it was the wind wanted to take him next._

_He was dropped off in Scotland next (in an area that also had yet to move on into the twenty first century properly), which Jack found to be extremely unfair due to how hot it was. As he dropped to the ground – letting Rapunzel climb off of him – he couldn't help but wipe his brow with a hand, hoping it would cool him slightly. Manny, he hated hot places. But he would rather suffer the consequences of being in the warm for too long than leave a spirit to suffer at the hands of isolation._

"_You okay?"_

_Jack blinked in surprise at the question (and even more so at the concern he heard in there) before he sent a reassuring smile towards Rapunzel. "Yeah, I'm fine. Just a little too hot for me is all."_

_Rapunzel continued to look at him. "You mentioned being a winter spirit, right? Then surely this place can't be comfortable for you, it feels like the middle of summer. Even I find it a little warm, and I'm not the one dressed up in a hoodie. Are you sure you won't melt?"_

"_I'll be fine, Punzie. I might feel a little off afterwards, but it's nothing I can't handle." That was the understatement of the year at the least (his body was going to punish him heavily for staying in a place so hot for so long afterwards) but he didn't want to worry Rapunzel, so it was just easier to say he was fine._

_The girl didn't look convinced, but she let it drop, and the two of them went to search for the other spirit._

_At least, they were until an arrow shot right past them, narrowly missing Rapunzel's face._

"That nearly gave me a heart attack, Merida!"

"You would have survived."

"_Hey!" Jack spun around in the direction the arrow had come from. "What do you think you're-"_

_Another arrow was shot in his direction, one that Jack barely managed to dodge. "Hey! I'm talking to you, whoever you are! There's no need to shoot at us!" Manny, if this was one of the other spirits who were attacking him because he had a new spirit to protect to get back at him for something stupid-_

_But instead, an extremely unfamiliar voice appeared, one Jack had definitely never heard before, and with a Scottish accent so heavy that Jack almost couldn't understand what was being said. "Who are you, and what do you think you're doing here?"_

_Rapunzel had her frying pan out again (when did she put it away? And where the hell had she put it?) and was pointing it in the direction the voice was coming from. Rather ineffectively, to be honest, considering the fact that Jack was in front of her with his own staff raised, determined to defend the new spirit at all costs. He narrowed his eyes slightly. "Look, unlike you, we don't actually want any trouble here. We're just looking for a new spirit. Is that a problem?"_

_There was a slight pause before the voice came again. "That's it? You're just here for a new spirit? You're not here for anything else?"_

"_What else is there for us to take? This place is deserted and boring."_

"_Hey! Don't talk about my homeland like that!" A third arrow whizzed in in their direction, but before anyone could step out of the way or Rapunzel could hit it with her frying pan, the arrow was covered in ice and dropped to the floor, useless. Jack casually walked over to it and picked it up, twirling it between his fingers. "Now that we've hopefully taken care of that, I think it's time that we actually stopped fighting and actually talked for a moment."_

"And that was the last time Jack ever said something like that to Merida."

"Shut up, Hiccup, it's not my fault if she can be annoying."

"Hey!"

_The other person apparently hesitated since there was a pause, but slowly a figure came forward from behind some rocks. Wild, red hair flew everywhere, uncontrollable curls left completely untamed. A long, blue dress clothed the figure, but it was comfortable enough to move around freely in it (well, as freely as a dress can provide). A bow was held in one hand, and a bag of arrows was slung across one shoulder. The voice that came from the figure was confident, matching the very rebellious stance the girl was emitting. "I am Merida, spirit of summer."_

_Jack's brow furrowed for a moment before he suddenly understood. **Of course. I've never heard of her before, so she must be the new spirit I'm looking for. Well, it makes sense for the spirit of summer to have a fiery temper, I guess.**_

"Ha ha. You're hilarious, Jack Frost."

"I know, right?"

_Jack smiled slightly. "Well, Merida, I'm Jack Frost, spirit of winter. Nice to meet you, even if it was a little heated."_

"_You're not funny in the slightest."_

"_On the contrary, I'm absolutely hilarious. I could be a comedian for all you know."_

"_I think the world will burn up before you become a comedian."_

"_Well you'll be right at home then, won't you?"_

"_Can't say the same for you, Frosty."_

"_Okay, for one, I'm not a snowman. I don't know why people insist on calling me that. I'm much cooler than he is. Pun intended. Secondly, believe it or not, I didn't come here to start a fight. I'm not stupid enough to do something like that in a place where I'm at an extreme disadvantage."_

"_Well you certainly look stupid enough to do that."_

"_Now Merida, I'm not a mirror, and my ice isn't effective enough to act like one properly so there's no need to pretend just to insult yourself. That sort of thing isn't healthy, you know."_

"That's rather hypocritical of you, don't you think Jack?"

"Shut up. Merida didn't need to know that."

_Merida huffed in annoyance at the quick response. "Well? You came here for a reason, so spit it out."_

_Jack stayed patient. "I heard that there were three new spirits here, so I decided to visit them to help them get settled in and teach them anything they might need to know."_

"_Please, I don't need help from a brain frozen winter spirit like you." Merida sneered. "Now get out of here. You're not wanted."_

_For a second Jack felt a stab of pain at the words, but he pushed it back and ignored it. He'd heard the same phrase a million times now, there was no need for it to hurt._

_Rapunzel, however, found that comment harsh enough to make her step in. "Hey, there's no need to be like that! Jack just came to help, no need to get so defensive."_

"_I'm not defensive!"_

"_Leave it, Punz." Jack muttered to the blond. "Well, if you really don't need my help, then I guess there's no reason for me to stay any longer than I have to. You obviously have everything under control. Did the moon tell you everything? He must have done, otherwise you would need my help. But in that case, I guess we'll just leave now. No need for us to be somewhere we're not wanted, especially if you know so much that you're perfectly fine with being all alone."_

"Nice to know that you would have just left me on my own forever."

"Don't be stupid, Merida. I wouldn't have left you on your own forever, just long enough to knock some common sense into you. Even if you never saw sense, I would have at least made sure you weren't alone."

_Jack spun around and started to walk away, Rapunzel scrambling after him in confusion, and couldn't hold back a smirk at Merida's next words. "Hey, wait! You can't just leave me here like this!"_

_Jack stopped and looked at her. "Why not? You've obviously got everything under control, so there's no reason for us to stay here. Have fun on your own, Merida. Come on, Rapunzel."_

"_You can't just order her around like that!"_

"_Something you want to say, Merida? You keep stalling us from leaving."_

_Merida hesitated for a moment, and Jack turned to leave for a third time. "Alright, alright! Don't leave me here on my own."_

"_Really? Seems odd since you were ordering us to leave a few minutes ago."_

"_I know, I know. Just shut up for a minute!" Merida sighed. "Look, I have no way to get out of Scotland, alright? When the moon turned me into a spirit, he didn't give me any way to leave except for on foot. That takes too long. How am I supposed to spread summer if I can't even get to the places that need summer?"_

"_Why Merida, getting bored of Scotland? And to think you were so defensive of it a second ago." Jack teased._

"_Shut it, Frosty!" Merida snapped. "I haven't figured out about my powers enough to get out of here. The moon told me I had to find out about them and learn to control them without his guidance. I've had to warm Scotland up more than usual, and it's putting a strain on me for not spreading summer properly!"_

_**So the other seasonals feel pain from containing their powers for too long as well? Dammit, I should have gotten here sooner! I could have helped them.**_

"_Alright, hot head, calm down for just a minute. I'm sure we can figure something out. I'll get you out of here on one condition. Me and Rapunzel still have another new spirit to find and talk to, so you need to come with us for that, and then after we are all going to the pole to teach you guys as much as we can about being a spirit, which will probably include getting the three of you some believers, and try and see if we can discover some of these powers."_

"_That's two conditions at the least."_

"_Two then. Take it or leave it."_

_For a moment Merida looked like she was going to refuse, clearly not thrilled with the idea of having to spend more time with the winter spirit than necessary with only a spring spirit to keep them from murdering each other, but eventually she nodded and walked towards the two, trying to ignore the triumphant smirk on Jack's face._

"_How are we gonna carry her?" Rapunzel suddenly asked. "You can't carry both of us on your back, and you need to hold your staff in one hand."_

"_One of you will have to hang from my staff, the other one can go on my back. Punzie, with that amount of hair, I think you should hang from my staff. It will give some of your hair a place to go, so it hopefully won't have as much of a risk of getting tangled in trees. Merida, you're gonna have to go on my back."_

"_Are you crazy? I'm not climbing onto your back!"_

"_We don't have time to sort anything else out, because I would like to get out of here before I die thank you very much. Don't think I want to carry you, because I don't. You think I want to have a heavy summer spirit clinging to my back? I don't. It will be uncomfortable and awkward, but unless you can come up with a better idea then this is what we have to go with, so shut up and get on!"_

"_Is there any way this could get any worse?" Merida grumbled, reluctantly climbing onto Jack's back and clinging to his shoulders. "Surely you're too weak to carry both me and Goldie over there."_

"_Her name is Rapunzel. So long as you're both holding onto me, and I'm holding my staff, the wind can pick us all up. And for the record, it could be worse, because I could be carrying you in my arms. I'd shut up and count yourself lucky now if I were you."_

"_Well you're not me."_

"_You have no idea how glad I am about that."_

_The majority of the flight was spent in silence aside from the usual comment that Jack and Merida flung at each other, and it thankfully wasn't long before they arrived at their next destination. Jack couldn't help but chuckle slightly at the area. Of course. He should have known that the three new spirits would all come from places that were still stuck somewhere in history. Although in Berk's defense, they were only a small island and had didn't exactly get into contact with the "mainland" as they called it. Plus, the island was infested with dragons, so Jack couldn't exactly blame them for keeping to themselves, even if it did mean they missed out on the majority of things going on in the twenty first century. **I wonder how this new spirit is going to react to Merida. From what I've heard, where she lives, they're still the kind of people that fight of vikings.**_

_The three were about to land to look for the new spirit when a strange ball of heat raced past them, causing the wind to fling Jack away. Even so, the heat blazed across his face before it was gone a second later. Jack turned in the direction the fireball came from when the wind yet again flung him out of the way of another one, barely making it in time._

"_Watch what's going on, Frosty!" Merida hissed. "You're going to get us killed!"_

"_Well excuse me for not knowing that I was going to be attacked by fire when I came to visit!" Jack snapped back. "I'm starting to sense a theme here, being attacked by random spirits when I'm just trying to be nice and help."_

"_You know what, Frosty? You're starting to become a real pain in the-"_

"_As amusing and interesting as this argument is, can you two have it later? Preferably when we're not being attacked?" Rapunzel yelled up at them. "Because I don't know about you, but I don't want to be fried, thank you very much."_

_Jack rolled his eyes and dodged another attack. "Whoa, hey, calm down! We're not here to hurt you, we just want to help!"_

"_Well, Icicle here does, I don't actually care what the hell happens to you-"_

"_Merida, can you keep your mouth shut for five minutes while I talk to this guy?!"_

"_That depends, what are you going to do if I don't?"_

_Jack turned his head towards her and glared. "I'm more than willing to help you, but I can take advantage of your lack of knowledge about your powers and freeze your mouth shut forever just as easily. Not to mention, I can just leave you on Berk forever and let you suffer without being to get off. Now shut up and let me try and deal with this!"_

"_Notice how the key word is try." Merida mumbled, but she reluctantly obeyed and shut up._

"Never thought you'd take orders from Jack, Merida."

"Bunny, if you don't shut up, there is nothing Jack will be able to say or do to stop me from sticking you in an oven and cooking you until you are roast Easter Kangaroo for next Christmas."

_Jack knew he didn't have much time. The wind couldn't keep them safe from fireballs forever, and with three people in one spot, they were too big a target. Plus, they had to keep an eye out everywhere in the air. So he made his decision and he made it quickly. Without a second thought he dove towards the ground, ignoring Rapunzel's shriek of fear and Merida's yelling. He didn't care about what they thought. He'd pulled this trick off a million times before and there was no way the wind would fail him this one time._

_At the last second Jack pulled up just enough so that he could land properly. Almost immediately Rapunzel detached her hair from his staff while Merida almost threw herself off of his back. She turned to glare at him. "Are you crazy? You nearly killed us!"_

"_Okay, first of all, I've pulled that trick a million times, so you were perfectly safe. Secondly, would you rather be in the air where you can be attacked in all directions and still not find your attacker, or be on the ground where you don't have to look beneath you and have a better chance of finding whoever is trying to knock you out of the sky?"_

"_Oh, and I suppose you would know?"_

"_As a matter of fact, yes, I would." **Manny, I can't even count the number of times someone has attacked me when I've been out flying.**_

Merida flinched at the thought.

_Merida would have replied with some kind of sarcastic comment had it not been for their attacker, who landed in front of them. Jack's jaw would have dropped at the sight had it not been for the fact that he knew dragons existed. But still, this was an odd sight._

_A black dragon had landed in front of them, pupils just black slits in a sea of green glaring at the three of them. On top of the dragon sat a boy, although how old he was, Jack couldn't tell. Brown hair lay flat and limp on his head, in complete contrast to Merida's untamed curls, with only a green shirt and a fur vest covering his torso._

_Jack raised his hands up in surrender. "Okay, can we all just calm down here? Hot head over there might want to murder everything she sees, but that's not actually why we're here. However, if you keep attacking us I'm not sure can keep her under control."_

"_Hey! Don't talk about me as if I'm an animal, you talking snowball!"_

_Jack ignored the insult. "Now, you have two options here. You can either stop the dragon from trying to burn us so that we can help you, or you can encourage it and be left to figure everything out on your own. And trust me, that is not a pleasant option."_

"_He." The boy corrected automatically. "My dragon is a he."_

"_He, it, whatever." Merida snorted, only to be shushed by Jack._

"I never did understand why you just accepted me correcting you instead of having a reaction similar to Merida."

"Because I know how much I hate it when people call my staff a stick or a twig, and it's not even alive. So who am I to judge?"

"Fair point."

_The boy looked at them for a moment before he slowly slid off of the dragon. "Okay. What do you mean by help me?"_

"_Well, I wasn't sure if anyone else had already gotten here and beat me to the punch, but I wanted to make sure. I'm here to help you understand the life of a spirit, as well as help you figure out as much of your powers as you can. Someone already doing that for you?"_

_The boy shook his head. "The moon told me that my duty would be to bring autumn to the world, and that I can't be seen by or touch humans, but that's about it."_

"_Yeah, that seems like something Manny would do. Do you remember a past life, or anything like that?"_

"_Yeah. The moon made me a spirit as soon as he could after I brought understanding between the dragons and my village. Something about other people needing the acceptance that I can encourage."_

_Jack nodded. "Okay, fair enough. So here's what we're gonna do. These two also need everything explained to them, and it would waste too much time to repeat everything over and over again. So instead, I'm going to take you all to the pole and we'll talk more there. You three can explain your backstories and then we'll get to work on discovering more about your powers and how to get you some believers. Do you think you can take one of the girls on your dragon?"_

"_Toothless. His name is Toothless. And yeah, I think so."_

"_Toothless? What kind of a name is Toothless?" Merida snorted. "We can see his teeth quite plainly, thank you very much!"_

"_His teeth are retractable." The boy explained patiently. "He'll put them away if you stop being so aggressive and come and say hi."_

_Merida scoffed again, but Jack pushed her in the dragon's direction. "You might as well. I most certainly don't want to carry you again. And it means if he fries anyone, it will be you."_

"_Thanks a lot."_

"_Oh please, you're a summer spirit. You should be fine with the heat."_

_Merida glared at him, but reluctantly turned to the dragon and his rider. Slowly, she approached the dragon, stopping every now and then but never backing a way. She cautiously held out a hand, encouraged by a nod from the boy, and placed it gently on the dragon's snout._

_Immediately the dragon seemed to relax under her touch, no longer deeming her as a threat, and allowed the summer spirit to continue petting him. Merida stared at the dragon, transfixed and awed at the magnificent creature in front of her, and continued to run her hand over the dark scales, fascinated. "Wow."_

"_Yes, wow." The boy smirked. "Does this mean you want to come with me on Toothless?"_

"_Ride on the back of a dragon?" Merida asked, excitement leaking into her voice. "Of course!"_

_Jack smirked and let Rapunzel climb onto his back. "Great. So are we going then? Do you know the way to the pole, err..."_

"_Hiccup." The boy supplied helpfully. "My name is Hiccup."_

_Jack couldn't contain the snort of amusement, and Merida smirked from her place behind Hiccup (when had they climbed onto that dragon, anyway?). "What kind of a name is Hiccup?"_

"_It's not the worst where I come from. For some reason, vikings believe that a hideous name will frighten off gnomes and trolls. As far as I'm concerned, I got it easy."_

"_Well, Hic, just follow me, and we should be at the pole in no time." Jack grinned, leaping into the air with Hiccup following behind. They ignored Merida's whoops of delight as the four of them headed towards the pole, where North was waiting for the winter spirit to return._

_The four of them didn't know that they would soon become best friends. They didn't know that within a year they would be accepted as part of Jack's strange but loving family. And they certainly didn't know that when the next threat to the world came only three months later, the moon would choose them to stand by Jack's side as the guardians of imagination, determination and acceptance._

The scene swirled before it faded to black, and Manny's voice once again rung through the room. _"Guardians, you have now seen all that me and Jack wish for you to see, and now I'm afraid I must take you back to the workshop. I hope you will all remember everything you have learned about your winter spirit and put together any final pieces that need fitting."_

And with that, the small room the eight had been in slowly faded from view forever.

**Wow, I didn't expect this chapter to be this long. Well, hopefully the length makes up for the wait, guys!**

**Okay, just a quick note from me before I go. In this fanfic, How To Train Your Dragon 2 hasn't happened for two very simple reasons. One, the sequel hadn't yet been released in the cinema when I started writing this fic all the way back in 2013 (wow, I can't believe it's been so long) so it kind of made more sense to me if I just stuck with my original timeline. Two, I kind of prefer the first one, but literally only because I only saw the second film when we got it on DVD. So, yeah, sorry HTTYD2 fans, but you get young, dorky Hiccup instead of older, more mature Hiccup.**

**Also, before anyone asks about my choice of guardian titles, let me explain. North said that guardians each have a centre that represents what they protect in children, and as much as Merida may have earned the title, I really don't think that many children are going to have much bravery in them. Many, however, have a very large imagination, which is what Rapunzel represents, and (especially in this universe) can be very accepting, for example, believing in things like the Tooth Fairy and the Easter Bunny without questioning how they can exist. This acceptance is what Hiccup represents. As for Merida, I probably could have come up with something better, but sleep (and yes, a little bit of laziness) got in the way, so I just stuck her with determination and moved on. My excuse? Some kids can be pretty damn determined to get what they want, okay?**

**So, yeah, here is the end of my extremely long author's note. Remember, please leave a review, and note that if there is anything you want me to add in during the whole "back to the workshop" scene in the next chapter, please let me hear it in the aforementioned review. Thank you so much, and goodbye until the next (and last) chapter!**


End file.
